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PREFACE. 




EARLY forty years ago I pub- 
lished a Binall yolumo of poems, 
whichy to my surprise and de- 
light, was most favourably received by the 
publio* Reviewers spoke kindly of it ; and 
several of the eminent poets of the time 
wrote to me encouragingly, whilst some 
advised me to adopt literature as a pro- 
fession. But WosDsWOBTH, in one of seve- 
ral letters, couched in friendliest language, 
whilst urging me to continue the study of 
poetry as a pleasure, quoted the opinion of 
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Sir Waltbb Scott, that *^ poetry as a staff 
was a pleasant companion to walk with, 
but perilons as a cmtch to lean npon;" 
and so I remained a man of business. At 
.the same time I mingled freely and plea- 
santly with many of the foremost men in 
literature, art, and science. In some of 
the important movements in the metropolis, 
political, social, and charitable, it has been 
my good fortune to take an actiye part; 
and in connection with seyeral of them my 
name is still united. 

Like many others, I haye ex^'oyed the 
blessings of prosperity, and like them too, 
suffered from adversity ; but, whether lifted 
high by popular applause, or cast down by 
public forgetfulness, I have always found 
my sweetest consolation and dearest plea- 
sure in my passion for poetry and in the 
practice of verse. My poems won for me the 
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acquaintance and Mendlj correspondence of 

WOBDSWOBTH, SOUTHBT, LaNDOB, KiNGSLBT, 

DiOKENS, Hatdon, Sir Hbnby Bishop, Db 
QuiKOET, Chablbs Swain, Allan CaNNiNGHAM, 
— ^mj Dalesman, whose kindness to me 
when a friendless jonth in London, I ever 
gratefallj remember, — and the fastidious 
BoGEBS, who frequently received me as 
a welcome guest at his agreeable break- 
fast-table. Thej made me a companion of 
many of our present leaders in literature 
and art, whose names for obvious reasons 
need not be printed here. Through my 
verses I was introduced to the late Mabt 
Russell Mitfobd. I was her visitor once a 
fortnight, for several yearai previous to her 
death* To me she committed the pleasure 
of gathering together and arranging for pub- 
lication her Dramatic Works, and to me 
they were dedicated. 
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That a yolnme so nnpretending as mine 
shonld haye had so wide an influence has 
ever been to me a pleasant enigma. Yet, 
in addition to the najnes already referred 
to, it made me intimate with men of 
thought in France and Italy; but more 
especially in Germany, where Fbsileqbath 
(alas! no more), Einkel, and Cabl Elz^ 
became my fast friends ; whilst in America 
I was honoured with the esteem of Bbta5T, 
LoNaFELiiOw, Batabd Tatlob, Gbagb Gbsen- 
wooD, and that most genial of men. Jambs 
T. Fields. But, aboye all, it opened to me 
the heart of NATHAmEL Hawthobne, of whom 
I hardly dare yenture to write. During 
the whole period of his residence in Eng- 
land we were as I»*others. My house was 
as his own home, and to me more than to 
any Hying man, was disclosed the inner 
workings of his maryellous genius. Retiring, 
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modest, and silent in general society; he 
was ever joyous, outspoken, and cheerfid 
with me. Those who read his English 
Notes will discoyer how intimate we were, 
and will judge how sacred I have held the 
privilege of such a friendship. 

At yarious times I have been urged to 
collect into a volume my scattered verses, 
but I have steadily declined to do so until 
I should be free from the daily anxiety of 
a mercantile life. Having slackened the 
cords «nd eased the collar of labour, I have 
now assented ; and this volume is the result. 
Perhaps it is unwise, possibly foolish; for 
the world can well allow such verses to 
drift into oblivion, or remain in their pre- 
sent comparative obscurity. Yet, when I 
find many of my rhymes from time to time 
reappearing in the press, all over the world, 
and oeeasionally honoured by being chosen 
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for selections of English poetay, — and some- 
times with other names attached, — ^I think 
the time has come when I may fairly claim 
them as my own, and that this collection, 
may be looked npon as, at most, an act of 
pardonable vanity. 

The compositions haying extended over 
many years, a considerable diyersity,— -and 
possibly some incongmity, — of thought will 
doubtless appear. Condensation and not dif- 
ftiseness has eyer been my aim in writing. 
Haying due regard to rhythm and harmo- 
nious cadence, my theory and practice has 
been to clothe my thought in the clearest 
language I could at the moment com- 
mand. 

The local colouring and general descrip- 
tion of scenery, — especially in the Scottish 
poems, — I know to be accurate, because they 
are drawn from nature. Eyen the terrors 
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of the Winter are described from personal 
experience. As the son of a Scottish £ur- 
mer, it was my delight, if not my duty, 
to assist the shepherd and servants for a 
long winter's night in a terrible storm; 
the object being to keep the sheep on the 
windward side of the fold, lest, if left on 
the leeward side for shelter, they should be 
smothered in the drift and lost. 

In gathering together my scattered yerses, 
as far as I haye been able, I have enjoyed 
considerable pleasure, and been moved by 
many conflicting emotions arising from the 
reawakening of long- slumbering experi* 
ences. Poems unread for thirty years or 
more, arouse many pleasant and some pain- 
ful memories. Their appearance now will, I 
dare say, surprise many of my associates, 
who have hitherto only looked upon me as a 
merchant, or as a hard-headed financier, to 
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INTRODUCTORT. 

• ATHERED and gArnered ; in ttiis 
Yolwne stored 
M7 Tagrant verses, long left father- 
Are here avowed mj offspring. I 
confess 

Their clwnu are jnst : — Now are their rights re- 
stored: 
Snch praiie or blame aa readers ma; accord, 

Mine be the merit, mine the faaltinens. 
If in their wanderingii, thej have left behind 

One dear Temembrance on some kmdred heart. 
Lifted one care from off one wear; mind, 

Evoked one smile, or soothed one bitt«r smart : 
Deep gratitude is mine I Agun we part 
Dear children of mj brain: — Oh maj je find 
Some souls receptive of the Tbctb je bring : 
The folse will faU as dross, or light as chaff 
take wing. 
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THE STORM: 

A FOIH, 

« 

IN THBBB PABT8. 



" We mQ the sea of life,— « ealm one flnds. 

And one a tempest,— and, the Toyaffe o'er. 

Death is the quiet haT«n of as all 1 "— JB^oaoswoRTH. 
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The sotinding cataract 
Haonted me like a pauion : the tall rock. 
The mountain, and the deep and gloomf wood, 
Their colours and their forms, were then to me 
An appetite ; a feeling and a love^ 
That had no need of a remoter charm 
Bf thoughts supplied, nor anf interest 
Unborrowed from the eye." 

Wordsworth. 
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Part I. 

I EQ Spring bad come with gentle 
flhowers ; 
And herbs and plants and trees Bod 

'flowers 
Sprang into life as sonth winds blew 
Soft on their bnrsting bnda, and dew 
Moistened their lips, whilst one by one 
The; opened their leaTes t« the momiog sun. 
Inhaling with pleasure the genial glow 
Of his golden beams, — for they aeemed to know 
That their beautiful bloom from his light must 

flow. 
As his rays on their bosoms danced awhile. 
You might hear them grow as you saw them smile ; 
The humblest flower with its crimson streak 
Displayed in the blush of its velvet cheek. 
How deeply it felt though it could not speak ! 

At such naea^n — such a scene, — 
When Nature flung on every one 

Her sweetest smiles from wood aud green, 
A mother thus addressed her sou ' 
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In a wertem id<^-«« he lingering rtood- 
And ailentlj gazed on the sleepless flood : 
*'Stay thee, O stay thee! my hair has grown 

My limhs they are totterinji:, wearj, and old, 
Their life's blood runs watery, slowly, and cold, 
And who will protect me when thou ait away ?'* 

" Urge me not, mother,— it must be so, — 
But give me thy blessing before I go ! *' 
Her bony fingers pressed his brow 

And played amid his raven hair. 
Her eyes to Heaven were upward turned, 

And thus arose her earnest prayer : — 
" O Holy Virgin, to thy care 

And love maternal, I confide 
Mine only son, and wheresoever 

He wanders, be his shield and guide I *' 
Convulsed with grief^ her words were drowned 
By streaming tears that bathed the ground, — 
A dreary pause, — she kissed her son. 
And then, in broken speech, went on : 
" My first, — ^my last, — ^my only boy, — 
My life, — ^my love, — my hope, — ^my joy ! 
My thoughts are with thee night and day. 
And, as thou lov'st thy mother, pray 

That He may all thy actions bless 
Who only is the orphan's stay, 

The * Father of the fatherless ! ' " 

" I thank thee, my mother! — thy blessing is dear 
To my soul as the sun to the dawning year, — 
As drops of rain to the parched tongue. 
As kisses of love when the heart is young ! 
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Ere Winter corned with icy chain 

And clanks his fetters o'er the ground, 
Dear mother, 111 return again 

And make thy heart with gkdness bound ; 
m charm the wrinkles from thy brow, 
Thy cheeks shall furrow not as now, — 
Where burning rolls the ^ream of woe 
Shall trickling tears of rapture flow ; 
Thy years declining then shall seem 
To glide in smoothness like the stream 
Whose waves in music pass our door 
And gently break upon the shore : 
Farewell — farewell— -come good or ill, 
Thy blessing, dear mother, will cheer me still ! *' 

His boat was riding on the wave, — 
Another kiss she fondly gave. 
And tenderly embraced her son,-^ 
A deep----deep sigh — and he was gone ! 
Away he skimmed, — as light as air. 
Across the sea,— she knew not where ! 

" And he has gone I " the widow cried, 
" A mother's joy,— a mother's pride, 
Although his father's course be run, 
His spirit liveth in the son ; 
So like his sire in mind and frame, 
I could believe they were the same ! 
Sure Nature by some mystic art 
Hath changed the old man to the new. 
Or given the young the old man's heart. 
To show what she has power to do. 
And Maurice' self and Maurice' son 
May not be reckoned tioo, but one ! 
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But, oh I this bosom keenly knows 

The hopes — ^the fears — ^the joys — ^the throes 

Of pain the child its mother cost 

At birth, when he and she were lost 

For aught that human eye could see, — 

But both survived, and, ah I smce then 
The comfort he has brought to me ! — 

A comfort unalloyed with pain 
Till now — ^when from this lonely beach 
My aged eye can scarcely reach 
The ship that now like vapour dies 
Betwixt the ocean and the skies, — 
*Tis gone ! O Heaven, thy will be done, — 
To bless the mother shield the son I ** 

Maternal love ! — ^maternal love I — 

What rapture lies within thy name ! 
For men below and Powers above 

Commend thy passion's holy flame ! 
The balm of life, — a deathless power 
That &des not in affliction's hour. 
Through all distresses burning still 
Undimmed — ^unquenched — unquenchable ! 
When poor exhausted nature sleeps, 

Or sickness haunts the infant bed, 
With anxious eye the mother keeps 

Untiring watch upon its head ! 
The only joy her thoughts afford 
Is hope that health may be restored : 
But iJiat denied, 'tis still her prayer 
That Heaven at least its life may spare ! 

Nor was the mother's passion shown 
Too much in favour of her own : 
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The rich, — the poor, — ^the young, — ^the old 

Alike the worth of Maurice told ; 

For he had been the friend of all 

At wake, or fair, or funeral,— 

No matter where, no matter when, 

Still Maurice was the chief of men ! 

The wisest would with him converse, 

The bravest would his deeds rehearse ; 

Though proud and jealous of their fame. 

All bowed to his superior claim ; 

Nor maids were wooed, nor hearts were won. 

That he was not advised upon ! 

The music of the maiden*s tongue 

His fame and virtues sweetly sung 

In an old-fashioned, artless rhyme, 

Composed in manner of that time 

When neither sense nor truth was drowned 

In long conAising streams of sound. 
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air was mild and unooth the sea, 
' The w&veg were heaving tranqnilly ; 
i No Btortn beset the Pirate's home 
Or lashed the biUowB into foam, 
But all wa< gentle, placid, mild, 
And smiliDg like a dreaming child. 
Or like fair fields of WBTing gross 
As Slimmer breezes o'er them past. 
The vesEel, like an eagle free, 
Flew o'er the tide in majesty, 
A Boul'expanding, cheerftU sight, — 
Yet Maurice' heart was lone as night, 
For heavj thoughts had o'er him come. 
Thoughts of his mother and hia home ; 
For he had left his native shore. 
Never, perhaps, to tread it more, 
And aa his ejes wonid homeward turn. 
He felt hia heart and temples bum. 
Nor could he their excitement still. 
Or bend pulsation to his will ; 
As tears dropped trickling o'er his cheek. 
He blushed to think himself so weak, 
But, consecrate to filial love. 
Each drop that fell was blessed above I 
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The mom and noon passed slowly by, 
The evening^s mantle veiled the sky : 
The sea, by day so smooth and bright, 
Is far more lovely seen by night, 
When o'er old Ocean's wrinkled brow 
The night has hung her silver bow, 
And stars in myriads ope their eyes 
To guide the footsteps of the wise, 
And in the deep reflected lie 
Till ocean seems a second sky, 
And ships, like winged a&ial cars, 
Are voyaging among the stars ! 
Though Maurice* eyes were fixed on these. 

His thoughts were hovering near the spot, 
Enclosed by widely-branching trees, 

Where stood his mother's lonely cot. 
O ! deem not Maurice thought of sleep 
Upon the bosom of the deep. 
Or laid his weary limbs to rest 
Before his father-land he blessed ; 
And she, his life's first, latest care. 
Was not foigotten in the prayer. 
And now the soul-depressing cloud 
Of gloomy thoughts that, like a shroud. 
Bound up his heart, was rent in twain. 
And Maurice felt himself again, — 
Awake to Nature's glorious scene. 
The mighty sea, the sky serene. 
The air that through the rigging played, 
A stream of gentle music made. 
In concert joined the deep-mouthed sea 
As bass unto the melody. 
And as their voices rose and fell 
Young Maurice tuned this fond farewell : 
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" Farewell to thee, Erin, 

My own beloved isle, 
Where Truth, Love, and Virtue 

In all seasons smile ; ' 
Where'er I may wander, 

The land I love best. 
Is my own beloved Ireland, 

Bright Isle of the West ! 

" Thy valleys- are fertile 

As valleys can be, 
A garden of beauty 

Walled round by the sea : 
Thou, favorite of Heaven, 

Art surely caressed 
As the darling of Nature, 

Fair Isle of the West ! 

" The clouds that hang o*er thee 

Shall soon disappear, 
And bright eyes shall welcome 

An advent so dear ; 
While brave sons defend thee, 

With true hearts possessed. 
All lands will befriend thee, 

Sweet Isle of the West I 

" When death shall draw near me, 

As sure he will come, 
I'll smile at the summons 

That beckons me home, 
If at last from my cares 

And my troubles I rest 
In repose on thy bosom. 

Dear Isle of the West ! " 
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Now Maurice laid his head to rest 

And closed his eyes, but, ah, how yain ! 
Though rocked on ocean's wavy breast, 

^eep would not' come to soothe his brain. 
The shortest night is long and drear 
When gentle sleep will not come near ; — 
Thus Maurice felt, and as the light-. 

Clothed in the dawning's sober grey, 
Came forth to chase away the night. 

And usher in another day. 
He raised him from his sleepless bed 
With heavy heart and aching head, 
Which like a thought were charmed away, 
For now the ship was in the bay ! 
His pulse beat quick, — an instant more 
And Maurice stood on England's shore ! 
*' And this is England I this the land, 

The birth-place of the mighty dead ! 
I see her heroes round me stand, 

As now her rocky shores I tread ! 
I feel their spirits in me bum. 

And lofty thoughts my bosom swell ; 
At every step, and every turn. 

My heart throbs quicker ; who can tell 
The high emotions that arise 
As now I gaze on these bright skies 
That smile upon this isle so free, 
The fair Betrothed of Liberty !" 

Short tame had he in England been 
Before his tone was changed, I ween ; 
For oftentimes would he compare 
His mother-land with this so £ur. 
And, lonely wand'ring on his way, 
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He, murmuring to himself, would saj, 
*' We lire beneath as clear a sky, 
Our towering mountains rise as high, 
Our rivers flow as broad and clear 
As those that smile around me here, 
Our plains are all as fresh and green 
As any plains in England seen, 
Our men as brave,—- our maidens too 
Are not le» lovely nor less true ; 
Yet one with wealth is running o*er. 
The other*s naked, starved, and poor 
They're bound by every holy tie 
Of sister love and sympathy. 
Their interests are all the same, 

Their laws in truth alike should be, — 
They both assume the British name. 

And both assist to keep it free ; 
But O ! — accursed Jealousy, 

That breaks the dearest ties on earth. 
My mother-land, has ruined thee ! 

Till Justice governs and gives birth 

To equal laws, and fosters worth. 
Thy children must remain the slaves 
Of factious demagogues and knaves ! 
But when the ruling powers shall dare 
To hold the beam of Justice fair, 
And walk where Nature points the way, 
And make their laws her laws obey, 
They'll find our murmurs cease, and see 
A smiling land, — a peasantry 
Obedient, — quiet, — ^happy, — free ! '' 

When Maurice to those cities came, 
The source of England's power and fame. 
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The heart that through her system sends 

The circulating stream of life, 
Transforming foreign foes to friends, 

And conquering ruthless war and strife, 
(All-powerful Commerce, unto thee 
The bravest spirits bend the knee !) 
Overwhelmed and wrapped in deep amaze 
Too great for speech, he could but gaze 
And think the more ; and while he thought, 
Reflection the conyiction brought 
That Ireland*s poverty and woe 
From sad misgovemment must flow, 
The great, indubitable cause, — 
Unequal rights and partial laws ! 

Though Maurice knew his country*s wrongs, 

Yet he could Nature*s blessings feel, 

And gladly listen to her songs 

That through the heart in music steal 

Whilst wandering by the dales of Dove 

And Matlock's shady bowers of love. 

Or o*er the hills that intervene 

Where wimpling rills run bright between ! 

He climbed delighted up the steep, 

And traced that mazy cavern deep 

Where hidden gems in millions sleep 

Till, wakened by the taper*s light, 

Shines out the brilliant stalactite. 

And dazzling ore and gleaming spars ; 

As if ten thousand thousand** stars 

Had left the azure dome of night, 

That by their concentrated light 

They might create a magic cell 

Where should some guardian genii dwell. — 
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Within the centre,— down— down— down, — 
A gloomy chamn^s pitchy frown 
Confounds the all-bewildered sight, — 
It seems the prison-home of night ! 
There subterranean torrents run 
Unblessed by either wind or sim, 
From out its bowels dark arise 
Low fainting sonnds like strangled sighs, 
As if these dungeons dark confined 
The ruined souls of human kind* 

Thus wandered Maurice whilst the Spring 
With all its buds and blossoming 
Had come and gone, and at its death 
With deeper bloom and richer breath 
The Summer came with the Summer^s joy, 
As merry at heart as a laughing boy 
When he runs and bounds and laughs and sings 
Till the joyous tear in his bright eye springs ; — 
On came she bounding in simshine and rain, 
Dancing in music o*er mountain and plain ; 
Blithe was her life, led in greenwoods and bowers. 
Sweet was the miisic she drew from the flowers, 
As she hung them and swung them on bending trees, 
Homes for the insects and food for the bees ; 
Their petals were nourished with sunlight and dew 
Till her lore was retiumed in the odours they threw ; 
She bathed all their lips on the fading of light, 
And tenderly folded them up for the night, 
Fond watch o*er their pillows untiring she kept. 
And kisses gave all till they slumbered and slept. 

But Summer was robbed of her garments so green 
When sunny-browed Autmnn arose on the scene; 
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Ripe was his ruddy face, — firm was his tread, 
His mantle was purple and yellow and red 
And brown, — and the locks on his lofty brow 
In richness and beauty were seen to grow 
Like the yellowing ears of the ripening corn 
Waved by the breath of the joyous mom. 
His locks in their glory were fair to see 
As the sunny waves of a golden sea. 
He stretched out his arms and shook his head 
Till the luscious fruits of the year were spread ; 
And the juice of the apple, plum, peach, grape, 

and pear 
Brought gladness to all, — ^mirth everywhere 1 

The last of his locks from his crown was shorn 
By a maiden whose cheek wore the blush of the 

mom: 
It seemed as she twined it around her brov^ 
Like a sunset cloud on a mountain of snow : 
Mirth was let loose, and away went the strain 
Till the concave of heaven returned it again : 
From a whisper, the echoes to thunder increased 
To welcome the Queen of the Harvest feast \ 
Men's woven hands were her holy throne, 
And, O ! she was lovely to look upon ; 
A spirit lay laughing within her blue eye, 
A spirit of love that made young men sigh 
As they bore her home o'er the daisied green. 
The beautifril, innocent, harvest queen ! 
No monarch on earth was more happy, Tm sure. 
Her heart was so light and her thoughts so pure ! 
What would I not venture, where would I not 

roam, 
To be present again at a harvest-home ! 
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Then rustlmg leaves from the trees fell down, 
And the winged seeds by his breath were blown 
Over the seas, bearing verdure and smiles 
To the rugged crests of the distant Isles. 
As blossoms dropped down on their wintry bed. 
Men passed tiiem unheeded and thought them 

dead; 
But do they then die ? or only rest, 
To arise again like a spirit that's blest ? 

As Autumn was dying, no more would he crave 
Than that maidens might sing him to sleep in his 

grave. 
His calm spirit flitted as setteth the sun, 
Giving smiles to the last and life when gone ! 

By this had Maurice travelled o'er 
Long dreary wastes of moss and moor. 
And long left far behind the halls. 
The stately parks, — ^the water&lls, 
Which art has made with nature vie 
To soothe the heart and charm the eye, 
Where Chatsworth's mighty wonders stand. 
The pride — the glory of our land I 
And now he treads a different soil 
Enriched by never-en^ng toil. 
Where dwell fair maids and matrons wise, 
And men whose courage never dies, — 
For fairer, braver there are none 
Beneath the circle of the sun, 
Like flinty rocks their hearts are true, — 
Where Scotland piles her mountains blue, 
And heaven spreads its dark blue sky 
0*er valleys green and mountains high. 
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For stem morality and worth, 
GiTe me the regions of the North, 
Whose OTery Tale and wildest glen 
Is pec^led by a race of men 
Whose sires for Freedom firmly stood, 
And won it with their dearest blood ; 
The mound below, — the caim on high 
Direct you where her martyrs lie. 
What Scottish arms have nobly done. 
May still by Irish hearts be won ; 
Our country, now despoiled and bare, 
And deeply wronged, need not despair. 
Her sons are patriots brave and true. 
And, nerved by Justice, shaQ subdue 
The haughty spirits who presume 
To make their native land the tomb 
Of Liberty — the scoff and scorn 
Of every land — ^Yes I they were bom 
For brighter things, and yet shall show 
What men by moral strength may do, 
And by their own exertions save 
A land of freemen from the grave. 

Thus felt young Maurice while he stood 
And gazed on Nith*s romantic flood. 
Whose banks are chronicles that tell 
Where brave men fought and strong men fell ; 
And here that poet wrote and simg, 
BKs muse the praise of every tongue ; 
Orave pilgrims to that silent strand 
Have come from many a distant land, 
Braving the wide tumultuous wave 
To shed a tear on Bums*s grave ! 
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I HE erening skj looked c&lm aod clear 
When Manrice passed through Dur- 

risdeer, 
Id hope the evening star might lead 
Him saielj on bi Wanloch head; 
Prom whence 'twas hia intent to stray 
O'er moorUnda wild and mountains grey, 
To see the foant and hear the din 
That ever roars in Cora linn ; 
Then take the river as a guide 
To lead him dovrn the banks of Clyde, 
By bosky glen or leafy shaw. 
Until he reached the Broomielaw, 
From whence he soon might find a sail 
To bear him to his native vale — 
Where sate his aged mother, lone 
And weary, watching for her son- 
Bat, ah ! how vaia the wish of man ! 
His fairest hope, — his dearest plan, — 
When seemingly within his power. 
Will vanish like that &ted flower 
Whose beanty clianns the hnman eye. 
But at a touch will fade and die ! 
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So on that eye, — too bright indeed,— 

Old shepherds weather-wise could read, 

By some faint streaks that crossed the skj, 

A storm — a dreadful storm was nigh. 

And scarce had Maiurice passed the mill, 

And clomb the breath-suspending hill, 

When through the glens on every side 

The gusty wind moaned like a tide, 

And clouds began to overcast 

The sky — and then in bitter blast 

The Spirit of Winter arose on the air 

With shivering limbs all naked and bare. 

Bom in the depths of an Iceland cave, 

Cradled and nursed on a stormy wave, 

He slumbered a season and then came forth. 

His steeds were the bitterest winds of the North ; 

A freezing cloud was his whirling car ; 

Darkness and Fear were his heralds of war ; 

His icicle teeth did rattle and shake 

Like a hurtling stone on a frozen lake, 

Or the clattering bones of a gibbeted form. 

That is driven about by the merciless storm ; 

His long skinny arms he waved in the breeze. 

And stripped of their verdure the plants and the 

trees. 
Wherever he snorted, his withering breath 
All delicate beings crumbled in death ! 
Loud, loud were the shouts of his boisterous 

mirth. 
As he scattered dismay o*er the smiling earth ; 
The clouds were rent as the storm was driven ; 
He howled and laughed in the face of Heaven I 
From the hills came volumes of drifted snow. 
Choking the rivers and streams below, 

c 



Whicb gasped for breath, u thej slowly no. 
With gui^liiig Hounda like a dying hum. 

Such was the spirit men trembled to hear. 
As he roared o'er the Bummits of Durriadeer, 
And swept through the glens of a thongand rillg. 
And thundered awaj o'er the Fentland Hills, 
Then back o'er the Lowthen hellowed again, 
As though a fierce earthquake were riving in twain 
The stufabomest rocks : — no longer were seen 
The green grassj mountains of bonny Dalveen ; 
A storm so terrific, so loud in its roar, 
Nor Carron nor Enterkin witnessed before ; 
And with it seemed mingling shrieks of deopur,^ 
Woe, woe if a stranger were desolate there I 

In that dread hour when danger's near. 

And fat« hangs balanced in the sir 
'Twjxt life aud death, and hope and fear. 

Or smiling joj or wan despair. 
So closely poised, a single hair 

Thrown in the scale wowld tnm the beam, — 
'Tis then that coward custom flies, 

And sov'reign nature reigns supreme ; 
By one strong impulse all are moved. 

There is no vain distinction then 
Of sect or creed — all, all, are lore*], 

Accepted, as becometh men t 
Tbe proudest heart that ever beat, 

The proudest she that ever smiled, 
When danger comes, are mild and meek, 

And humble as a nurgling child ; 
Then sister unto brother clings, 

And woman flies to man's embrace ; 




THE STORM. 19 

Her arms around his neck she flings, 

And, looking upwards in his face, 
Her timid eyes protection seek, 

And find it ere the tongue can speak. 
E*en bitterest foes on such a night 
Forget their enmity and spite. 

A father was listening, a mother was weeping. 

Her young ones in terror around her were creeping. 

Hiding their heads in the folds of her dress. 

Afraid to look out on the wUdemess ; 

(The very dogs to the comers crept 

And howled in tune as the tempest swept.) 

At every burst, the tempest's roar 

Came whistling through the crazy door, 

The/d start, and check the rising breath 

With faces pale as ashy death : 

How steadfastly their eyes were fixed. 

As in that awM hour they stood. 
And gazed upon the stubborn pile 

Of knotty, crackling, blazing wood ! 
The storm without might thousands kill, 
They felt the fire was heartsome still,— 
But hark ! again that sound was heard, 

A low, — a deep and hollow moan,— 
A wild, wild shriek ! — a heavy sigh — 

A long-continued dying groan ! 
It might be true, and yet they thought 

It also might be fancy*s dream, 
At such an hour, — in such a storm 

What will not o*er our senses gleam ? 
If true, then aid could not be given, 
Twere vainly waging war with Heayen ! 
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The mom had come, — ^the storm was o*er,— 

The tearing winds were heard no more ; 

The sun was shining on the hill. 

And dancing o*er the frosen rill, 

Each tree i^peared a chandelier 

With pendent crystals bright and dear ! 

That hoary sage the hawthorn tree 

Seemed robbed of his Titality, 

Bat not of his gems, for there they were 

Like jeweb twined in a dead man*s hair ! 

*Twas painful to the eye ihat viewed 

The wreck that o'er some Tales was strewed ; 

There many stores of com and hay 

Were driven by the winds away. 

And many a tree, that yesterday. 

With leaves and branches brown and grey, 

Waved proudly on the mountain*s brow, 

Now helped to stem the tide below ; 

And some, whose roots more deeply sunk, 

Showed nothing but the blasted trunk ; 

And many a cottage where had shone 

The laughing eye, and where the tone 

Of many voices often flowed 

In song to cheer the loved abode, 

The blast had driven to the earth. 

Entombing all their joy and mirth ! 

Thatch, roof, and rafters all were gone, 

The ruined walls were left alone ! 

Where once the peaceful bed was made. 

The drifted snow in heaps was laid. 

Where once the happy muden slept, 

Her parents, sisters, brothers crept ; 

Their quivering lips most truly told 
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That they were perishing with cold ! 

Cold — ^very cold, — indeed, they stood 

Without a home, or fire, or food, 

And vainly on their fingers breathed 

To keep them warm, — ^the snow that wreathed 

Around, made icy tear-drops start 

And bound the blood within the heart* 

In sooth, such havoc had been hxurled, — 

It seemed the ruin of a world ! 

Then shepherds leave their vales below, 
And wander *mid the mountain*s snow. 
To see how all their flocks have sped, 
How many living left or dead ; 
And many a sheep that day was found, 
All lifeless frozen to the ground. 
Like grey stones on the mountain*s side, 
Or rocks made white by ocean's tide ; 
Some few found shelter in the wood, — 
And many, death in Carron's flood. 
Before they came by that deep linn 
Where unseen rolls the Enterkin, 
Beside that dreary mountain road, — 
Far, fiu* from living man's abode, — 
A corpse was found, — a stifiened mass I 

Stretched on his bed of snowy bent. 
His back to earth, — his latest sigh 

In vain to Heaven for guidance went. 
Oh, who would think that lumbering frame 

Did once a sentient spirit own. 
Or dream that cold and frozen brain 

Was once the soul's exalted throne ! 
The ravens croaked around his head, 

And flapped their wings with sheer delight, 
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To tbink such dainty fare wu made 
For them in tlie utorni of jeaternigbt I 

The carrion-crow with the raven fought ; 
They sprung and perched, and round thej 

So greedy to gorge on the tenderest part, 

The frozen tongue or the eyeballs blue ! 
As men drew near, thej fiercer were. 
And louder screamed in wild despair, 
For they could not see what mortals meant 
In stealing away the nourishment 
Which Heaven to them in the storm had aent E 

And who is he whom Winter's breath 
Has wafWd to the shores of Death f 
Whose is that well-proportioned form. 
The victim of the deadly et^rmF 
Oh, ask it not ! — my eyes grow dim, — 
To think such &te should visit him 
Whose mother's alone in a Western Isle, 

And morning and evening looks over the sea. 
Praying, " Merciful Heaven ! send me my son ; 

Safely, O safely return him to me !" 
Ah I little thinks she that her boy so good 
Now sleeps in the winter solitude. 
And never dreams she that her son so brave 
Will moulder soon in a stranger's grave I 

The body was borne to the top of the hill 
Where the Wanloch arises, a whispering rill, — 
And further still they carried the dead 
To a sheltered part of the hills of lead. 
Where a deep, deep graTe by them was made. 
In which was the wreek of the traveller laid. 
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To sleep for a season in solitade there 
At rest from the world, and free from care I 



Now he retumeth fast to clay, 
Whose life inspired this simple lay,— »• 
His fame the spirit of our song, — 
We need not now the tale prolong. 
For it would rend your hearts to name 
The woes that o*er his mother came. 
When first the tidings home were brought. 
And how they in her senses wrought. 
As you have seen some lofty tower. 
The victim of the lightning's power. 
One moment stand in beauty high. 
The next in shapeless ruins lie, — 
So, ere the truth was half revealed. 
The stricken widow stared and reeled. 
Screamed forth a wild, hysteric yell, 
Then raised her arms, and deathlike fell ! 
Then godlike reason was overthrown. 
And frenzy sat upon its throne ; 
And to her weak and troubled brain 
Her senses ne'er retmnied again. 
Then she for days — two, three, or more — 

Would seem like placid infancy ; 
And still her walk was by the shore, 

And still her gaze was on the sea ; 
She oft would mark a lofty stone. 
And name it as her Maurice* throne. 
She thought him now some mighty king, 

And o'er the sea could view him come, 
Then crowns of weeds and shells she'd bring 

To wreathe his brow when he came home, 
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And round her neck she'd hang as beads 
Bright shells or daisies strung on reeds ; 
For she in dreams herself had seen 
Proclaimed her son*8 anointed queen ! 
Oft she would after strangers run 
Inquiring of them for her son, 
Then pointing upwards to the skj, 
Would show the place he owned on high ; 
Then, tittering, quickly turn away 
With foolish laugh or childish lay ! 

Now calm as night, — then, wild as war, 
Her piercing shrieks were heard afar. 
With clasped hands and streaming hair, 
She looked the picture of despair ; 
Then, in a moment, meek in prayer, 
And/freed from paroxysms wild, 
The pillow fondled as her child. 
For many months she wasting lay 

Upon her bed ; and then the fi*ame 
Beneath its heavy load gave way, 

And faded like a sinking flame. — 
But, ah I it is a painful tale, 
Before it let us draw the veil. 





SIR RALPH DE RAYNB AND 
LILIAN GREY. 



So long as Alban's church shall stand. 
To tell its stoiy to the land. 
This legend ne'er shall pass away. 
Of Ralph de Ra3me ana Lilian Grey. 

Legend, 
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A LEGEND OP THE ABBEY CHURCH, 
ST. ALBAKS.' 



As, 'wakening from it* drowgy state, 
e for the approaching fSte. 

The <:]amoroua bells in jojance rang. 
The harpers harped, the minstrels sang, 
Triiwiphal arches stripped the trees, 
Gay banners fluttered in the breeze, 
A^ thronging trough the narrow Btreet, 
Came buoyant youths and maidens sweet, 
And sprightly dameSi and stolid squires. 
And youngsters clad iu gay attires ; 
For she, the fairest of the land, 
Had pledged her troth, would give her hand 
To one right worthy, loved bj all, — 
SiK Ralph ub Raise, of Yintbi Hai:l: 

' See Notes 3 and 3. 
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And now had come the nuptial-day 

Of brave Sir Ralph and Lilian Grxt.^ 

Bands trooped from Gk>BHAMBTiRT*8 towers,^ 
From old St. Michael^s shady bowers,^ 
From RoTAL WiifD80R*8 princely halls, 
And Hatfibld^s ivy -mantled walls : 
From SopwRLL*8 cloisters, dark and low,^ 
Came hooded nuns in movement slow, 
So prim, precise, demure, and staid, 
They bring the brighter picture shade. 
Think not they come to bless or cheer : 
No ! firm in purpose, proud, austere, — 
Resolved to excommunicate 
The gentle bride as renegate ; 
For she had come beneath their ban. 
In listening to the vows of man 
Against their creed, which blazoned stood 
To guide the dreary sisterhood : 
" dTBe pure in Beart ^BouTb ri^e aBotie 
$in piiihnn^t^ti of Buman tottt.'' 
They seemed so gentle — ^^^oid of art — 
They almost won the maiden's heart ; 
And yet she could not help but feel 
That something more than holy zeal — 
Seclusion stem — a weary call ! — 
The God of life demands from all. 

So wonder not the dismal train. 
Emerging from the neighbouring plain, 
Should seek the Abbey Church, and there^ 
Denounce the recreant sister fair. 

* See Notes 4, 5, 6, and 7. 
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Oh, wliat to them love, joj, or health ? 
They knew she had unbounded wealth, 
Which, from the ages far awaj, 
Concentred now in Lilian Gset. 
The loss of one might peril both. 
Which made the pious sisters wroth — 
Wrath keenly felt and undisguised : 
Revenge was sweet — revenge they prized. 

The curse a wandering monk had framed 
The Abbess as her own proclaimed. 
Severe and cold, o*er her white face 
No smile e'er crept with rippling grace. 
Which, welling up, reveals the good 
In kindly-hearted womanhood. 
The lip compressed, the pallid cheek, 
And deep-set eye, fell purpose speak. 
To firmly seize and cast aside 
All hindrances to power and pride. 

Apart the Abbess musing stood. 

Conflicting passions stirred her blood, 

A hidden fire was seen to bum. 

Some secret thought she seemed to spurn ; 

In slow, deliberate undertone 

She spoke — *twas well she stood alone : 

" What if the maid my might defies ? 

What if her lord my threats despise ? 

I've that withiQ my secret power 

Will make the boldest blanch and cower. 

Even at the altar, whilst they stand 

Husband and wife, clasped hand in hand, 

My voice shaU rise — so loud and clear 

That heaven, and earth, and heU may hear . — 
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SlitatBema !— that withering cry— 
^0, fUtffitii ttl»— nnpatbtne^ bit!" 

An orphan child, the maiden fair 

Was left beneath the Abbess* care, 

To cherish, guide, and recreate. 

In manner worthy her estate. 

Though kept within the cloisters* gloom. 

The early bud was now in bloom. 

The cheek assumed a richer dye, 

A deeper lustre filled the eye ; 

With knowledge and experience grew 

Impulsive yearnings, sweet and new— - 

A wider range, a deeper sense 

Of woman*8 power and consequence ; 

Her thoughts, matured, refined, profuse, 

Were ne*er designed for hidden use. 

The sisters sought her heart to gain — 

" Perhap9 as Abbess she might reigns 

But ere her term novitiate closed, 

Sir Ralph a different life proposed. 

Unknown to abbess, nurse, or guard, 

They met, where none kept watch or ward. 

Beneath the shade of arching trees. 

Whose leaves made music in the breeze. 

A fitter place could not have been 

For knight and maid to woo unseen. 

How many a day from morn till eve 
The dull routine her soul would grieve ! 
Or if relieved by menial toil, 
Her spirit would from all recoil. 
In contrast to her murky cell. 
Where sickly odours dankly dwell. 
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Was that serene and loYelj sight, 
The starry sky and moon so bright : 
Why, self-immured, there die and rot. 
Forgetting all, by all forgot, 
When she, like any bird, might be 
Uncaged, a being blest and free? 

How sweet to feel his circling arm. 
His pleasant breath, come soft and warm, 
Or, looking up, believe his eyes 
Were starry guides to Paradise ! 
The tale was told — the truth revealed, 
And loving lips the compact sealed. 

Tradition still with rapture swells, 
As on the rare event it dwells, 
On each minutest circumstance, 
Of steed, and banneret, and lance ; 
How, in their dazzling suits arrayed. 
Shone those who joined the cavalcade. 
And formed a bridal train so gay, 
As body-guard to Lilian Gbet. 

Two noble pages tripped beside, 
To urge, restrain, or gently guide 
Her prancing palfrey, creamy white. 
With gorgeous trappings all bedight. 
Perfect in form — with ambling tread, 
And archld neck, and comely head. 
With whinnying voice and ears elate. 
As proud to bear so fair a freight. 
O'er breezy fields they gaily moved. 
Through winding lanes the blossoms loved, 
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Adown the sloping west the j came. 

Passed fields with poppies sJl aflame, 

Skirting the miUer*s li^e-like dam,^ 

Where swans in pride of plumage swam, 

And over boned Ysbujlam, — 

Old HBATHBN Vbbulam, whose stones^ 

Were filched to build the church, whence tones 

Of prajer and praise continuous rise. 

In lifting spirits to the skies ! 

As our weaJc frames of dusty claj 

Must toil and firet their little day, 

With hope, and fear, and joy, and strife. 

Preparing for a loftier life ! 

The bride alighted at the gate, 
Where smiling dames her coming wait, 
With swelling hearts and kindly eyes. 
To greet the blushing sacrifice. 
They quickly form a bridal train, 
And up the aisle march twain and twain ; 
The matrons first, and then the bride, 
Then rosy bridesmaids, side by side, 
Who at the altar steps divide, 
And stem awhile the flowing tide. 

Three score of virgins, draped in white. 
Bear baskets piled with blossoms bright, 
To strew with flowers and leaflets rare ' 
The pathway of the wedded pair ; 
Approach with measured step— defile. 
And line with light the bendhig aisle : 



See Notes 8, 9, 10, and 1 1. 
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Youths, smiling, watched the daintj feet 
Keep time to music low and sweet. 
So fair a sight had seldom been 
In sacred fane or palace seen. 

A mason carving high — alone — 
The stately column's clustered stone/ 
Suspended work, to watch below 
The ceaseless current's ebb and flow ; 
The graceful fprms — the glistening eyes — 
The whisperings sweet — the fond replies, 
By which the cherished hope's revealed. 
And hearts with love are touched and sealed. 
He, musing, gazed imtil they seem 
The mirror'd phantoms in a dream. 
Transfixed was he : — when all were gone 
He sat immovable as stone ; 
But never more resumed his skill — 
The column stands unfinished still ! 

The church was filled above — ^below, 
With ladies bright, a lovely show 
Of rounded forms and radiant eyes. 
Which sculptors might as models prize, — 
When through the eager, waiting crowd 
A whisper ran : " Behold a cloud, 
Foreboding ill, inveils the sun ! — 
The hour-glass sand has nearly run ! — 
The bride awaits ! — the bride's forgot ! — 
The laggard knight deserves her not ! " 

Uncertain as the winds — they change ; 
Now all rejoice, since Hubert Strange, 

^ See Notes 10 and U. 
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From off the high embattled tower, 
Descried the nearing cloud of stour : 
^* Within a mile their plumes appear — 
Soon, soon the bridegroom will be here I 

If others murmured, Ralph db Rathe 
Might well of our neglect complain ; 
To him and his, in sooth, *tis time 
We bend the current of our rhyme. 



From ancient hall and bustling town. 
From grassy vale and upland brown. 
The noblest, bravest of the land, 
To swell the bridegroom*s joyous band 
Came coursing up with dawning light. 
To cheer the heart, and please the sight. 
So full of frolic, youth, and glee, 
*rhe flower of England^s Chivalry. 

A score of miles, or more, divide 
The happy bridegroom from his bride ; 
And thus from Yimtbt^s fair abode 
The gathered gallants early rode ; 
They rode through forests deep and dark, 
0*er fiirzy heaths, by grange and park. 
Through narrow ways — o*er open plains. 
With gorges ploughed by recent rains. 
On, on they rode with songs of mirth. 
Whilst Summer sunshine bathed the earth. 
Though most were handsome, fair and tall. 
Sib Ralph rode high — a head o*er all ; 
In hawking, hunting, joust, or ring. 
They were his subjects, he their king. 
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And when thej reached the rounded height, 
Whence Alban*s Church appeared in sight,^ 
With reverence bowed each faithful knight. 
The lovely view that met their eyes, 
Awakened wonder and surprise ; 
The undulating vaUey green, 
The sombre woods, the glades serene, 
The glittering Ybs, in windings bright, 
Like thread of molten silver white, — 
What more on earth could man of bliss 
Desire, than such a home as this ? 

A while entranced, they glad surveyed 
The lovely scene of light and shade, 
And half reluctant moved again, 
Descending slowly to the plain. 



Where two roads joined, — a dusky shade 
By overhanging branches made, — 
A moment's halt was called for, there 
To set the train in order fair. 

The word was given, again they move 
Some paces on, beyond the grove, 
Where stands the sculptured Dbuid stonb. 
Whence — ^why that shriek and heavy groan ? 
An arrow, shot from bow unseen, 
Athwart the host, with glittering sheen, 
Flew like a flickering bolt of light. 
With point of steel and feather white, 
And pierced the neck of Ralph db Ratnb,^ 
Who prostrate fell upon the plain. 

> See Notes 2 and 12, and << Bridal Song." 
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Where all in expectation wait : 
The Priest in grand array of state,^ 
With crozier, cmcifiz, and hood, 
Near the exalted altar stood. 
To giye his benedictive sign, 
And make the civil bond Divine. 

Why shrinks the bride ? why turns she pale ? 

Why clings she to the altar rail ? 

With eyes fixed on the iron grate. 

Where great Duke Humphrey lies in state,' 

Before her glistering, glaring eyes, 

A shadowy form is seen to rise ; 

*Neath raiment, thin as woven dew, 

A spectre form is beaming through. 

With lifted hand and sunny smile, 

Comes noiseless up the stony aisle. 

Unchecked, through all, she sees it glide—- 

Now — ^now 'tis standing by her side ; 

And oosing down from neck to chest, 

A trickling crimson stams the vest I 

She nothing feels, and yet can see 

The form droop slowly to its knee ; 

Her hand it gently raised, and pressed 

With tender fondness to its breast. 

And on her finger placed a ring, 

Whilst faint seraphic voices sing 

A strain that told of love and home, 

The sweet refrain — ^^ Beloved, comeT* 

Enrapt, she listened to the theme, 

That seemed like music in a dream. 

Another form she then beheld, 



1 See Note 13. * See Note 14. 
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A fonn well known in days of eld, 

With areoled brow— one hand outspread. 

Which wreath-like rays effulgent shed, 

That seemed to rest on either head. 

His left hand held a feathery palm,^ 

His face out-beamed with heavenly calm. 

'Twas Hoi<T Albak, from his throne 

Come down, to bless them as his own, 

And, blessing, £ided from her sight 

As clouds are melted into light. 

In Tain she strove to move or speak, 

And aid from her betrothed would seek. 

All dumb and motionless she stood. 

Till glancing on the H01.T Rood' 

She turned — ^would speak to Balph — ^but where 

She thought he stood was empty air ! 

With daspM hands she stared with awe. 

As she alone the vision saw. 

The matrons start, with looks amazed, 

Cry ** Hartshorn ! ho ! the bride is crazed !" 

As quick to help they all approach, 

And on the altar steps encroach ; 

When, with a calm beseeching eye, 

An upturned look, a stifled sigh. 

She raised her hand and whispered " Stay ! " 

Then bent as if she meant to pray. 

A silence spread profound o*er all, 

You might have heard a feather fall, 

When, through the yielding air, so still, 

Was heard a sweet faint voice, " I will ! " 

As died away the thrilling sound. 

Fair Lilian fainted to the ground. 



> See Notes 15, 16, and 17. 
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Aghast, spectators held their breath, 

** Can this be feigned, or is it death P" 

They first recoiled, then forward crashed, 

But in a moment all were hushed. 

The mitred priest stooped down to sec, 

And raised the lady to his knee ; 

Her lily temples gently pressed, 

And placed his palm upon her breast:-— » 

** Alas, alas ! her days are o'er. 

Fair Lilian sleeps to wake no more !" 

The joyous sounds that rode the gale, 
Had now become a funeral wail ; 
The cheeks that swelled with lusty cheers, 
Were channelled now by streaming tears ; 
As through the thinly peopled rale 
Spread wide the strange and piteous tale ; 
Too soon *twas known, Sib Ralph de Ratne 
Had all unshrived been foully slain. 
The instant brave Sir Ralph had died, 
That moment sank his lovely bride ; 
Though lost, yet found — to them 'twas given. 
To wing as one their flight to heaven. 

The minstrel's song was left unsung, 
The curses wild were left unflung ; 
The blossoms rare were left UDstrewed, 
Like statues there the maidens stood ; 
One heavy, all-absorbing grief 
Oppressed them, till they found relief 
In sighs and sobs, and scalding tears, 
Which o'er their cheeks in glistening spheres 
Rolled rapidly, and as they rolled, 
Of sympathising anguish told. 
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Soon, soon within the transept's shade 
A bier was raised — the bodies laid ; 
Bells ring with muffled murmurs low. 
The incense rises, candles glow ; 
From fretted roof and cloisters dim ^ 
Resounds the solemn requiem. ^ 
How beautiful ! — ^there, side by side, 
His left arm pillowing his bride ; 
Not clothed in robes of sable night, 
But in their wedding raiment bright ! 
Death may divide — death here has wed, 
The bier become their bridal bed ! 
No clouds by night shut out the stars. 
No mist by day the sunshine mars ; 
The cloudless sky, serene and deep, 
Seems watching o'er them as they sleep. 

AVith Sabbath dawning spread a clodd 
Enshrouding all the sky ; a crowd 
Of silent mourners came — each brow 
AVith cypress wreath was circled now. 
Within the chancel's solemn gloom 
Was made a deep, a holy tomb ; 
Where gently were together laid 
The brave young knight and lovely maid. 
The entrance bore this legend — J^tflp 
jfor HdlipB tie iSa^tte anti %.i\im <^tti^> 

But ere their radiant forms were hid 

From loving eyes by coffin lid, 

The bridesmaids came, and, pleading sought 



See Note 18. « See « Requiem." 
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The veil and wreath tlieur hancb had wrought,^ 
Should in the church suspended be, 
That every coming age might see, 
In those memorials fair, but frail, 
The germs of this our touching tale. 

And there the relics hang on high, 
And Timers destroying touch defy ; 
For year by year young virgins strew 
The church with flowers, the wreath renew. 
So long as Albak*8 Chubch shall stand, 
To tell its story to the land. 
This legend ne'er shall pass away, 
Of Ralph db Ratnb and Lilian Gbbt. 



^^^ 



BRIDAL SONG. 




BT MONTB BOCCO. 

ERRILY, merrily, ring the bells— » 

Ring the bells — ^ring the bells ! 

O'er hill and plain, the sweet 

refrain, 
In sounding joy, melodious swells. 
Ring the bells, ring the bells ; 
Oh, merrily ring the bridal bells ! 



^ See Notes 19 and 20. 
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Thej come, they come, the vale along, 

Like morning beams the gentle bride ; 
They come, they come, with lyre and song. 
The bridegroom moves with manly {xride. 
Bing the bells, ring the bells ; 
Oh, merrily ring the bridal bells ! 

Now — ^now the pealing organ somids * 

In cadence low, or loud and clear, 
Till every heart with rapture bounds : 
Oh ! blessings are rained in music here. 

The organ swells, the organ swells.^ 
How grandly now the organ swells ! 

Again, oh ! merrily ring the bells, 

Ring the bells, ring the bells ! 
The rite is done, the two are one. 

Each heart with joy unbounded swells. 
Ring the bells, ring the bells ; 
Oh, merrily ring the marriage bells ! 



*cX/H^p^ 



REQUIEM. 

DOWN, adown, adown, in the deep 
dark tomb are laid 
Our brave young knight, our lady 
bright, the grave their bridal bed. 
The Sim that rose so fall of joy has 
set in misty clouds ; 

1 See Note 21. 
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That a yolnine so unpretending as mine 
shonld have had so wide an influence has 
ever been to me a pleasant enigma. Yet, 
in addition to the najnes already referred 
to, it made me intimate with men of 
thought in France and Italy; but more 
especiallj in Germany, where Fbeileqbath 
(alas! no more), Kineel, and Gabl Eizb 
became mj fast friends ; whilst in America 
I was honoured with the esteem of Bbtant, 

LONQFELLOW, BaTABD TATLOB, ObACB ObEEN- 

WOOD, and that most genial of men, James 
T. Fields. But, aboye all, it opened to me 
the heart of NAXHAmEL Hawthobne, of whom 
I hardly dare venture to write. During 
the whole period of his residence in Eng- 
land we were as l»rothers. Mj house was 
as his own home, and to me more than to 
any liying man, was disclosed the inner 
workings of his maryeUous genius. Retiring, 
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modest, ftnd eUent in general Bociety; he 
was ever J07011B, oniflpokeii, and cbeerfiil 
with me. Those who read his English 
Notes will discorer how intimate we wen, 
»nd will jndge how aacred I have held the 
privilege of snch a Mraidiihip. 

At yarions times I hare been urged to 
oollect into a volnme mj aoattered venee, 
bat I have eteadil; declined to do bo nntil 
I should be &ee &om the daily anxiety of 
a merctuitile life. Having alaokcoed the 
cords and eased the o(dlar of labonr, I have 
now assented ; and this Tolnme is the result. 
Parhape it is nnwiae, poesibly fix)lish ; for 
the world can well allow sach verses to 
drift into oblivion, or remain in their pre- 
sent oomparadre Dbscorify. Tet, when I 
find many of my riiyntes from time to time 
reappearing in the press, all over the world, 
and oeeasionaUy hononred by being chosen 
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To him shall unborn nations look with joy ; — 

His noble works are like a mighty stream. 
Sweeping before them Tices that alloy, 

Till glowing hearts widi spring-like freshness 

teem. 
Where once corruption grew, shall fruitful 
knowledge beam. 

Hail to the mom that gave the patriot birth, 
Hail to His genius— it shall perish never ; 
Whilst time and tide roll on, or moves the earth, 
Gk>dwin from men's best feelings nought can 

sever ; 
His soul is in his works, and they shall live for 
ever! 




THE MOUEJfBR'S HOPE. 

^HEN sulti7 noon bas &ded into 

I And cooling breezes round my 
temples play. 
Wafting sweet odours from the 
woods and hills, 
I love to wander with my gentle boy ; 
First-bom of her who was my youth's delight. 
My manhood's stay, and now is memory's pride. 
How beaatifiil she was I — how loved by all ! — 
Her thoughts how noble, and her deeds how pure ! 
Her spirit all too eager for its frame, 
So lovely, yet so frail, — ihe heart's delight, 
And yet its fear ; — she lived like some sweet plaut. 
That bends its head beneath the noiseless breath 
Of Summer's eve, and ever as it bends 
Throws off a part of life that never dies, 
But gives new joy to others, — feeding all 
That come within the circle of its power : 
Each peariy drop of odour-spreading dew 
That falls from out its honied lips, gives drink 
And gladness to the thirsty earth, for thus 
In tenderest love reciprocal they feed 
Each other, — mutual in exchange of gifts. 
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And richer by exchange. Such was the wife 
I loved, — all hearts in reyerence blensed her name 
Whose bounty was of Heayen, and so bestowed 
That poor recipients could not help but feel 
They almost granted fayour to receive ! 

Thus was her kindness dealt, — ^no outward show 
Of pomp or self-exalting vanity 
That turns the starving beggar from the door, 
And ne'er confers a charity on man, 
Unless the action be with due parade 
Emblazoned forth upon the wingM sheet 
That flies around the habitable globe ; 
But wheresoever was darkness and distress, 
Her searching eye brought light and lasting joy ! 

Alas ! her day of usefulness is o*er ; 
In one unguarded moment, while she strove 
To ease the sufferings of a fainting heart 
That lay neglected in a wretched cell. 
Forgetful of herself and where she stood. 
That wily thief, Cohsumption, marked his prey, 
And, with the damp and noisome atmosphere 
She breathed, he crept into her heart, and spread 
His poisonous vapours through her azure veins. 
And, like a friend deceitfrd, smiling sat 
Plucking the roses from her comely cheeks. 
Till Death, with all his melancholy train, 
Swept o'er her heart and bore her life away ! 
She slept, — she died, — ^how cold, how beautiful ! 
The smile upon her marbling cheek was stayed. 
And made her to imagination seem 
The sculptured form of happiness asleep : 
Like plaintive strains of music borne away 
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Upon the balmy gale of night, that glide 
So soflly into silence, none can tell 
Where music ends and silence first begins, 
Her spirit passed away to realms on high. 

One gloomy coffin, and one narrow grave. 
In darkness hide the form of her I loved ; 
And, cradled on her bosom in sweet sleep. 
Two unblown buds of immortality ! 
Breathe softly o'er their tomb, ye winter winds ; 
And O, ye sunmier showers, fall gently down 
And mingle with the consecrated earth. 
That kindly feeds the rose-tree planted there. 
Whose fragrance, like her soul, can never die ! 

O woe is me to mourn my hapless fate ! 

why has Heaven this heavy burden laid ! 
What wicked crime doth load this dreary heart, 
That thus should come so great a punishment ? 
Alas ! I made an idol of my love. 

And Heaven, whose rod is mercy, broke the charm. 
And bore her hence, to teach me how to live! 
Through all this depth of melancholy gloom 

1 see bright rays of never-dying Hope 
Diverging from my boy,— my noble boy,— 
For whom my soul's solicitude in prayer 
To Heaven ascends at morning when I rise. 
And ere at night I sleep. — O, not in vain ! — 
His little voice is music to my ears. 
Whene'er with solemn feelings he repeats 
The hymn of eve or mom, or prayer of Christ, 
His mother's lessons in her dying hour I 
How beautiful is piety in all I 

But O I most beautiM in tender youth, 

£ 
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Where age may see the image of itself, 
Stripped of the bare decrepitude of years, 
Look out in spirit from the beaming eye 
That speaks " Immortal is the human soul I ** 

I would not cramp his tender mind with books, 
But spread before him Nature*s glowing page, 
In hope to teach high principles of Loyc. 
In aU things tracing the result of plan. 
Of knowledge infinite, — of wisdom vast ; — 
Beginning with the objects clear to sense, 
Then rising to the world beyond our view. 
To treat of things invisible, — sublime, — 
Of Him, the all-in-all creative mind. 
The glorious centre of a wondrous whole : 
Thus in the mind would I foundation lay, 
To raise a temple consecrate to Gk)d, 
A being worthy of the name of Man ! 

It was but yester-eve my gentle boy 
And I, as is our wont, went rambling on 
Through many scenes that Time has rendered dear. 
Young Memory was alive, had spread her wings. 
Had borne me over mountain, moor, and plain. 
And placed me wandering in my native vale. 
Far, far away, — the home of peace and joy ! 
And O ! such pictures of the past she drew, 
As realizes heaven to man on earth ! 
The sun was sinking in the glowing west, 
The yellow clouds were floating on the air 
Like ships of gold upon an azure sea. 
Freighted with spirits blest, sailing to heaven. 
The breeze was charged with melody, sweet sounds 
From birds, and humming bees returning home, 
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Laden with sweetest treasure from the hills 
To cheer the joung things in their lonely ceUs, 
And food in plenty ; store against the time 
When winds blow chill and hills are bleak and bare : 
A lesson most significant to man I 
Anon, the shepherd's pipe, the lowing kine, 
The gentle lambkins bleating in the fold, 
The whistling of the lazy hind, from toil 
Returning with his team, the milkmaid's song, 
The choir of minstrels on their leafy boughs, 
The city*s hum, the babbling stream, the chime 
Of eyening mmgling made a concert wfld, 
Most natural — ^most beautifrd and dear ! 

Soon, one by one, these voices all were hushed ; 
Star after star with twinkling eye arose ; 
The new-bom moon came dunbing up the dome 
Of heaven^s ethereal vault ; her languid smiles. 
Though winsome, were as coldly drear as those 
Dim lights which superstitious legends hang 
With purple flame around the sepulchre ; 
And still I love the quiet twilight moon — 
She cools the fever of my busy brain. 
And in her ceaseless wanderings with one 
Devoted star attendant, seems to me 
The prototype of self. 

AU nature now was silent in repose ; 

The present seemed the stillness of the grave. 

And sleeping flowers flung out their odorous 

breath, 
filing the air and every sense with balm. 
In silent contemplation still I walked 
Unfit companion for a lively boy. 
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Whose questions rapid as a torrent flowed, 

Untired, untiring. Looking in my &ce, 

He marked the changes thought had written there, 

Then dropped mj hand and, stooping to the ground. 

Picked up a stone and flung it in the air, 

Which in its course made music : ''Look,** he cried, 

'* That senseless stone has more of life and lifers 

Companionship than has mj father now/* 

I felt the child*s rebuke steal through mj heart, 

And fill its deep recesses with regret. 

Anon he danced, he leaped, he laughed, and made 

My youth return, — ^I felt, like him, a boy I 

And now his eyes were fixed upon a star, 

Bright Yenus, rising in her loveliness. 

Gazing intently for a while, he cried, 

" O that the heavens were indeed my home ! 

Their walls so wide, their roof so blue and high. 

The windows all so beautifully bright ; 

The sun, the moon, the stars, and that great star 

So briUiant in itself, is like—" " Like what P " 

^' The diamond glittering on my father*s breast ; 

But larger, brighter ; every star's a world, 

A world where angels dwell : if so, O then 

That star may be my mother's heavenly home. 

And from that home she watches what we do, — 

father, how I wish that I were there ! 
What joy to see again my mother's face. 

To feel again her hand smooth down my hair. 
To feel again her kisses till I slept ! " 

Wondering, I gazed upon my own dear boy. 
And clasped him to my beating heart, — ^my child, — 
How dearly then I loved my darling child ! 

1 brushed the hair from ofl* his radiant brow, 
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So high, so wide, and kissed him with delight, 
w^d lookiiig through his beaming eye, beheld 
His mother^s soul revealed; those eyes her own, 
So ftill of hope, of piety, of love I 
I felt her sainted spirit in me bum, 
I blessed the mother while I blessed the child. 
And, blessing, kissed him o*er and o*er, until 
My heart gave way, and like a child I wept ! 

1838. 



THE REBUKE. 

H be not rash, condemning all ! 
Condemn not one, not one despise ; 
Whate'er his crime, whatever his 

fall. 
However deep, he yet may rise 
Through timely aid, for aid brings peace. 

And that repentance : thus is given 
To man, by God, a power on earth, 
To win an erring soul to heaven ! 




THE WRECK. 

rBAGHBDTAKI 8KBTCB AT HUTIHOa. 

§ CLIMBED up the cliff and tbe cutle 
And wigt^j gazed upon sea and Aj ; 
The limitleBB Bea, in its great unrest, 
Made yeasty the wavea on iu billowy breast : 
They would clasp at the moon in their eager love 
To learn the passion by whicli they moTe. 
They rolled and fretted iritb silver die strand. 
Lapping the shingly, serrated sand, 
As a spaniel will lick its protector's hand. 

Far, &r away in the ciimsoned west, 
The great bud sank to his pillowy reat^ 
Lay down like a king on his ocean bed. 
With a gilded crown on his Royal head. 
Kmbroidered with silver and gold and blue, 
And gay were the curtain clouds ; and through 
The chasms, a distant depth was seen 
All dazzling opal, blue, and green, 
Whilst tuAs of clouds bedappled the sky. 
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Befringed with a lustrous blood-red dye. 
The broad sails under shone ghastly white 
When smitten with fitful flashes of light ; 
They passed and crossed all over the sea ; 
Like shuttles of doom^ they seemed to me 
To be weaving a web eternally. 
A web of commerce for all the world : 
The fast waves following, dashed and curled 
Their feathery lips, as the cleaving prow 
Spread ever a widening wake of snow. 
Far off in the west the sky was marred 
By level clouds rifled, gashed, and scarred, 
By a rising wind which cut like a sword, . 
Making way for the lightning's awful word. 

The gold had faded, the sky looked pale. 
And methought I heard in the rising gale 
A long, long scream, then a d3dng wail, 
From beyond the cliffs, whose white teeth rise, 
Like the teeth of a tiger when crouched he lies. 
Awaiting his victim with flashing eyes. 
He springs — ^the traveller shrieks and dies. 

Again came the wail, now near, then afar. 
As if it had slipped from a wandering star ; 
And all through the night came the weird refrain, 
Like a moan from the dying who die in pain. 

The morning dawned, and the east wind blew 
Icy and fierce, and came whistling through 
The crannies and chinks of window and door, 
And lifted the carpet upon the floor ; 
But the gladdening light of a new sunrise 
Brought a sense of relief to long watching eyes. 
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Then tidings came, like a terrible blight. 

Of the wreck of a ship in the dark, dark night, 

As at anchor it lay in a sheltered bay, 

At the close of the stormy yesterday ; 

Securely there, she rolled and heaved 

On the moving tide — ^none aboard believed 

Or dreamt of danger, as lulled to sleep 

On the restless waves so blue and deep. 

How litde they thought that their eyes no more 

Would raptured gaze on their own dear shore. 

A steam ship came in the dead of the night. 
And struck her a terrible blow. In spite 
Of the guns, and the cries, and signs of distress. 
They sank and they sank — and then they press 
To the rigging and cling. A lady there 
With glittering jewels and streaming hair 
Held fast, but at last in her faint despair 
Her fingers loosed, she was seen to glide 
w^d sink in the yeasty yawning tide. 

The sun shone out on the terrible scene 

Of havoc and loss, where yester e'en 

Were a thousand emigrants, women and men, 

Happy, and hopeful, and joyous, when 

Suddenly, awAilly, some asleep, 

Were cast on the breast of the merciless deep, 

Whose wild waves rushing with crests 6f snow. 

Kept tossing their victims to and fro, 

And laid them in order along the shore, 

Long lines of corpses — ^what more ? yea more. 

See there, where the tide in a nook makes swirl, 
Was found the form of a fair young girl, 
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With long bright tresses of golden hair ; 
She seemed, like a delicate sea weed, where 
The pearlj shells were wreathed and twined. 
Like ihe coral [iround her neck, and inclined 
Us to think that this terrible scene on the waT< 
Was a wreck and a sack of a mermaid's cave. 



O, when will the spirit of wisdom teach. 
Or jnatice stem make punishment reach. 
Those desperate men, who are ever at strife 
With the ocean ; yet reckless of human life ? 
The signs of the tunes thej might well discern, 
And the dullest of dullards of ctq)tabs learn, 
That he who imperils a life at sea. 
Imperils his own, or his liberty : 
And will from The Sbbvicb Roij. have erased 
A name degraded — a man disgraced. 
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I HIS is ft tale of Buupte pathos, told 
With Qiipreineditated eloquence, 
, Of one whose life's derolaoa is a type 
Of nianj lives in this onr islaod home. 
With meek, appealing eyes and 
trem'loQS voice. 
She ponred her story in die listening ear 
Of one whose open band and geoerons heart 
Were never closed against the voice of voe. 

" Alone, alone I I feel I am alone, 

A homeless one amid a crowd of homes, 

A stranger in a citj filled with life. 

Alone, done I 'tis sad to be alone, 

A poor, a solitaiy, nameless thing, 

A sheaf of sea-weed floating on the wave, 

A wingM seed borne by the breezy air, 

Knowing not whence I came, nor where mj rest. 

I only know that here my lot is cast. 

And here a transitory home I find. 

Where 1 may linger peacefiilly awhile, 

And hope to And a sphere of usefohiees. 

Where I may minister (o uliug ones ; 

And through the open lips of spirit wounds 
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Instil the consolation that I need 
To satisfy the longing of my soul ! 
Here every fibre of my eager heart 
Expanding, touches beings like myself, 
Lonely and desolate — as indeed I am ! 

" Think not I murmur at my dreary lot, 
Or voice a single word complainingly. 
No ! Providence is kind, and gratefiil I 
Will be for ever more to those whose hearts 
Were stirred by truest impulse to provide 
For those to whom earth's holiest name's denied. 
But, oh my hunger for a place called home ! 
The yearning throbbings for a mother's breast 
On which to lay my weary head and rest ! 

" The tenderest name my lips have ever named. 
Is Friend ! The more endearing, fonder names 
Of Father, Mother, I have never known ; 
Nor home, nor kindred none ; nor ever shall. 
But this I know, my gracious God is good. 
And all my aim in life is to administer 
To those who suffer, all the good I can. 
From kindly, alien hearts I have received 
The love that swells my own ; to such I give 
In gratitude the service of my life. 
And if no parent smiles to urge me on, 
*Tis sweet to feel that some will deign to cheer 
With gentle words the lonely Foundling's heart. 
And strew some blossonis on her rugged way ! 

! He Who rules the destiny of all. 

Will be my guide through all life's perils here : 

1 trust my conscience will approve my deeds, 
And all my actions be approved on high. 
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" Could men but feel the joy soft accents give ! 
Could all but feel — ^I know indeed you do^ 
The soothing balm a gentle word supplies 
To my poor heart, and hear mj prayers ascend 
For you and such as you. I sleep, I dream, 
And waking find my dreams have been of you 
Whose names I murmur even when I sleep ; 
The open ear that hears the orphan's cry, 
The loving heart that fosters fHendless ones. 
The great All Good that made and governs all, 
Will listen to the Foundling's earnest prayer, 
And pour upon your hallowed, loving lives 
The bounteous recompense your deeds deserve. 

He heard no more, but gently loosed the hand 
So closely clasped, and silent turned away ! 




" WoKto, Wordi, Wordfc"— HiHLBT. 

ORDS I wondrous ■words ! so fine, 
so full of power 
To soothe or thrill die heart's 

vibrating chords. 
Man's brain's & crucible where, 
hour b; hour, 
The golden thought's transmuted into words 1 
For noblest wobd I is purest, loflieat thought, 
To faultless form and perfect ntterance wrought! 

The quickening Voice that spoke mankind at first I 
Had earlier pierced the dark chaotic night. 

Where earth for countless ages had been nurseil. 
And bade it roll in beauty into light ; 

The Mabteb'b word infolds the Mastek's will 

'Tis heard : winds cease, and rsiging seas are stiD. 

The Great High Priest^ Creator, God of all, 
The Voice paternal, Eden's garden walked, 

Taught man his speech, that man on Him might 
call, 
Then God and man like friends famOiar talked. 

But [u^ng Heaven soon man a rebel saw — 

God Teiled, but spake, the Word became our law. 
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Some words are weak, however loud their tone ! 

Some words potential, though in whispers given. 
By gentlest forces Natnre^s power is shown. 

As rocks b J gliding streams are rent and liven. 
The mightiest power is viewless, but increases 
From hour to hour, till all obstruction ceases. 

All thoughts are pure to those who purely think ; 

All words are true to those who ^nily read ; 
Truth*8 well is clear to all who clearly drink ; 

And man must reap whatever he sows as seed ! 
From minds corrupt, corrupting thoughts will flow. 
As stagnant pools must poisonous herbage show. 

Though words be air, and air the softest breath 
That bears the summer perfumes in its breeze. 

One word may rouse and fling with arrowy scath 
The whirling light — ^make wild the slumbering 
seas : 

Hot, seething, furious, fuming, chafes the main ! 

Another word — and all is peace again. 

The first great words were uttered. Light and Life, 
With second words came Charity and Love ; 

The third, to come through death, relieves from 
strife. 
And conquering leads to angel homes above. 

From pain, from care, from every peril free, 

Around its brow the wreath of victory ! 

The great Onmiscient fills the teeming earth. 

His beauty seen. His voice controlling heard 
From myriad tongues, of low or lofty birth. 
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Hearts throb, eyes glisten, when the soul is 
stirred 
By men inspired, who speak in words of flame 
What all have felt, but only they could frame. 

When close tumultuous numbers madly pressed, 
The patriot poet calmly stood on high ; 

Stretched forth his hand, laid barehis manly breast. 
While itiiry flashed from many a frenzied eye. 

His voice prevailed, the murderous myriads swayed. 

Spellbound, they listened, melted, and obeyed ! 

The craven crowd before the tumult fled, 

One man alone stood firm — his weapon words. 

Amazed, they halted, cheered him as a god, 
Threw up tlieir caps, and sheathed their thirsty 
swords. 

Such marvellous power rebellious France has seen, 

And such thy deathless glory, Lamartine ! 

Despise not words, the garments of the soul ; 

Chie thoughtless word may bring an age of pain. 
Words once let fall defy thy vain control. 

They work their work, but will return again 
To bless, or curse, the tongue that gave them life. 
Watch well thy tongue, and keep thyself from 
strife. 

Words! wondrous words ! so fine, so ftiU of power 
To soothe or thrill the hearths vibrating chords. 

Man*s brain*s a crucible where, hour by hour, 
The golden thought*s transmuted into words ! 

For noblest wobd ! is purest, loftiest thought 

To faultless form and perfect utterance wrought ! 



tLOYB mj books Bs dninkiirdf lore their 
The more I drink, the more ihej seem 

With joy elate my sobI in love rnns o'er, 
And each fresh draught b sweeter then before 1 
Bo(^ bring me friends where'er on earth I b«, 
Sohioe of aolitnde, — bonds of society ! 

I love my books t they are companion* dear, . 
Sterling in worth, in fiiendship most sincere ; 
Here talk I witb the wise in ages gone, 
And widi the nobly gifi«d of our own ; 
If lore, joy, laughter, sorrow please my mind, 
Love, joy, grief, laughter in my books I find. 




LYRICS, SONGS, AND SONNETS. 



" Ev^n then a wish (I mind its power), 
A wish that to my latest hoar 

Shall stronffly heave my breast. 
That I for poor aula Scotland's sake. 
Some asefb' plan or beak coold make. 

Or smg a song at least." 

Burns. 



HAST THOU A FRIEND? 

IP AST thou a friend ? Oh hold bim fast, 

Fling not his hand away ; 

i Thou of a treasure art possessed 

Thou'lt find not every day : 

Ob. let no hasty word or look, 

it bis name from memory's book. 

A Friend I to man the noblest gift 

That Heaven baa in its power ; 
Stronger than death, and yet, most strange, 

More frful than feeblest flower: 
For tbat which braved the storm severe, 
May yet be blighted by a sneer ! 

He may have errors ; who bag not ? 

Who dares perfection claim ? 
God gave thy friend some worthy parts. 

Fix 831 thy heart on them. 
His virtues rightly drawn — I ween 
His faults in shade will not be seen. 

If thou would'st keep ihy friend thine own, 
Be open, be sincere ; 
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What thou nnto thyself art known, 

Such to thy friend appear ; 
*Twixt him and thee have no disguise ; 
In this true friendship's secret lies. 

Thou hast a friend! oh hold him fast ; 

Fling not his hand away ; 
Thou of a treasure art possessed 

That's found not every day ; 
Oh let no hasty word, or look. 
Blot thy friend's name from thy heart*s book ! 

1847. 





WHO DAEBS TO SCORN? 

'HO dares to scorn the meanest 
thing, 
The humblest weed that grows, 
While pleasure spreads its joyous 
wing 

On every breeze that blows I 
The simplest flower that hidden blooms, 

The lowliest on the ground, 
Is lavish of its rare per^mes. 
And scatters sweetness round. 

The poorest Mend upholds a part 

Of life*s harmonious plan ; 
The weakest hand may have the art 

To serve the strongest man ; 
The bird that highest, clearest sings 

To greet the morning's birth. 
Falls down to drink, with folded wings. 

Love's rapture on the earth. 

From germs too small for mortal sight 

Grow all things that are seen ; 
The floating particles of light 

Weave nature's robe of green ; 
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The motes that fill the sunny rays 
Build ocean, earth and sky — 

The wondrous orbs that round us blaze 
Are motes to Deity. 

Life, love, devotion, closely twine 

Like tree, and flower, and fruit — 
They ripen by a power divine, 

Are fed by leaf and root. 
The man who would be truly great 

Must venture to be small : 
On airy columns rests the dome 

That shining circles all. 

Small duties grow to mighty deeds ; 

Small words to thoughts of power ; 
Great forests spring from tiny seeds, 

As moments make the hour ; 
And life — ^howe'er it lowly grows, 

The essence to it given ; 
Like odour from the breathing rose. 

Floats evermore to heaven. 

1854. 




Ifttocation. 

I HE biting wintry winds are laid, 

And spring comes oarolling o'er 
the earth ; 
Mead, moimtaiD, glen, and ibreat 

Are ringing with- melodions mirth. 
The fields have doffed their sober brown. 

And donned their robes of lovely green. 
On level mead, on breezj down, 

Are flowers in conntless myriada seen. 
Come forth, come fbrtb, enjoy the day, 
And welcome song-inspiring May 1 

Through bud and branch, and gnarled trunk, 
To deepest root, when quietening light 

Touches the torpid juices, sunk 
In slumber by the winter's might. 

Electric currents tingling rise, 
Each circle swells with life anew ; 
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High hopes haye they, their hearts to please, 

They seek the wild wood^s haunted dell ; 
They langhuig come, by twos and threes, 
But chiefly twos. I mark them well — 
So trimly drest, so blithe and gay, 
With them it seems 'tis always May. 

They steep their kerchiefs in the dew ; 

. Then follow wondrous wringings out ; 
As wingM seeds were blown, they knew 

What laggard lovers were about 
Some pluck the glowing leaves to learn 

If love declared be love sincere ; 
Or in red ragged streaks discern 
Love lost, and virtue^s burning tear. 
Oh, love is earnest though in play. 
When comes the love-inciting May. 

With hawthorn blooms and speckled shells,^ 

Chaplets are twined for blushing brows ; 
While gipsies work their magic speUs, 

And lovers pledge their deathless vows. 
Then round and round with many a bound. 

They tread the mystic fiury ring. 
The silent woods have voices found, 

And echoing chorus while they sing : 

" With shout and song, and dance and play, 
We welcome in the peerless May ! " 



* In some parts of the north of England they form 
chaplets for May-day with flowers and speckled shells 
of eggs, as here described. 
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Linked hand in hand, their tripping feet 

Keep time to mirth's inspiring voice ; 
They wheel and meet, advance, retreat, 

TiU happy hearts in love rejoice. 
The ring is formed for kisses dy — 

Leaping and racing o*er the plain ; 
The young wish time would quicker fly. 

The old wish they were young again. 
Away with care : no cares to-day ! 
Care slumbers on the lap of May ! 

The voice that bade them welcome forth, 

Now gently, kindly whispers " Home I " 
To-day has been a day of mirth. 

To-morrow sterner duties come. 
Such pleasures nerve the arm for strife, 

Bring joyous thoughts and golden dreams, 
To mingle with the web of life — 

And memory store with woods and streams. 
Such joys drive cankering care away ; 
Then ever welcome, flowery May I 

May 1, 1852. 




MANSFIELD.' 

I DOWN the Nith a Btranger came, 
UnBtamped with title, birth, or fame : 
A Poet's warmth hia only claim 

To halt a while at Mansfield : 
He came hj hi 11b high, bleak, and bare ; 
So crisp and clear the autumn air, 
A chann ta banish everj care 

Was found at pleasant Mansfield. 

Though morning skies looked leaden grey, 
The drizzling mist soon rolled away, 
And only brighter left the day, 

That smiling shone on Maualield. 
So high among the mountains placed, 
Reclaimed with skill, adorned with taate, 
A garden conquered from the waste, 

An Eden made of Mansfield. 

O'er CorsoncoD the winds may sweep 
With freezing breath when enow lies deep ; 
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But desolatiiig storms must keep 

Their circuit wide of Mansfield: 

The birds that fly before the gale, 

Instinctive seek the sheltered vale, 

And find — when other haunts may fail — 
A safe retreat at Mansfield. 

O may the streamlet bubbling near 
Dance on for ever brisk and clear, 
To please the eye and charm the ear 

Of all who stay at Mansfield ! 
O who could help but love the place 
Where Art with Nature blent we trace ; 
Though most we love the gentle grace 

That meets a firiend at Mansfield. 

Yet, eyes untrained may fail to see 
In hill and glen, in stream and tree, 
The beauty all so plain to me 

When wandering over Mansfield ; 
For judgment, ruled by sight alone. 
Detects no fire within the stone. 
Nor in the string the melting tone 

That thrills the heart at Mansfield. 

As mountain torrents, rushing by, 
Make smooth the rocks that in them lie ; 
So time refineth lineage high — 

The Princely line of Mansfield. 
While seasons, years, and cycles roll, 
And crowd with change Time's awful scroll, 
May there be found a kindly soul 

To rule the house of Mansfield ! 
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MY BONNIE WEE WIFIE, 



There*B nae guid availing in weeping or wailing, 
Should frien*8hip be fiuling wi* fortune's decay ! 
Love in our hearts glowing, its riches bestowing, 
Bequeaths us a treasure man takes not away. 
Let nae anxious feeling creep o*er thy heart, 
stealing 
The bloom fraethy cheek, when thou*rt thinking 
of me. 
Come night and come morning, Til then be re- 
turning, 
Nae mair cozie wifie we parted shall be. 



1643. 



•-^^^ 



A THOUGHT. 



EN'S lives like waves in quick suc- 
cession rise, 
And heave, and roll, and break 

upon the shore ; 
Youth follows childhood, manhood 
follows youth. 
Old age succeeds, then death, and all is o'er ! 




Or, like the peals of some far-distant bell. 

Knell follows knell, and chime succeeds to 
chime, 

Death follows life, — ^life ever springs from death : 
Thus endlessly revolves the chain of Time ! 



OTJR WEDDING DAT. 
Dbae Wipe :— 

INCE aix-and-tliirtjr years ago, 
Wliat surging tides of joj and woe 
Have passed o'er us, we onlj know I 

Whilst old friends fade, new {rieods 

Wbat shadowy gloom, what aunny skiea. 
Alternate pass before our eyes ! 

Yet sweet birds sing as then they sang ; 
The wild flowers spring as then they sprang ; 
And joy bells ring as tiien they rang ! 

Grey hairs may glisten, where of yore 
Dark tresses waved thy temples o'er — 
But yet I love thee more and more. 

For more and more, to soul and sense 
Have ripened all those virtues, whence 
Come all my love of life intense ! 
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And now whilst seated side by side, 
ThouVt still my blessing and my pride, 
Far more than when thou wert my bride. 

It may be that our eyes grow dim — 
What matter if before them swim 
Angelic visions bright of Him ! 

Of Christ, in whom all love we trace. 
The perfect model of our race 
Who beckons us ! And face to face 

When we shall meet Him, may it be 
That we shall all His Glory see, 
And hear Him welcome thee and me ! 

And with that welcome, hand in hand. 
May we as bride and bridegroom stand. 
Co-heirs of all that happy land ! 

1874. 







TOGETHER. 



t OGETHEE, dearest, we have played, 

Ab girl and boy together ; 
Through storm and calm, in sun 
and shade. 
In spring or wintry weather. 
Oh ) every pang that stinging came 

But made our love the dearer ; 
If danger lowered — 'twas all the same. 
We only clung the nearer. 

In riper years, whea all the world 

Lay bathed in light before us. 
And life in rainbow hues unfurled 

Its glowing banner o'er us, 
Amid the beauty storms would rise 

And flowers collapsing wither. 
And open friends turn hidden foes, 

Yet were we blest together. 

But now the battle's fought and won. 
And care with life is flying, 
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While, setting slowly like the sun, 
Ambition*s fires are dying. 

We gather hope with fading strength. 
And go, we know not whither, 

Contented if in death at last 
We sleep in peace together. 

1856. 





LOVE AND BEAUTY. 

'HEN fairest things of earth be- 
come, 
Then nearer they approach 
'^ decay : 

Death hides him in their freshest 
bloom, 
They bud, bloom, wilher, in a day 
The flower falls, its hues are gone. 
The fragrance of its life lives on. 

I thought that Beauty was Lovers shrine, 
That lips, cheeks, eyes, and motion were 

Its ministers, themselves divine : 

They faded, still Love lingered there ! 

Youth, Strength, and Beauty quickly fly, 

Love's essence lives and cannot die ! 



OTJE SHIP.' 

I SONG, a song, brave hearts, » song 

To the ship in which we ride ; 

That bears ub along right gallantlj. 

Defying both time and tide. 
Away, away, by night and day, 
Propelled by steam and wind ; 
The watery waste before her lies. 
And a flaming wake behind. 

Then a ho and a hip, t« the gallant ship. 

That carries ua o'er the sea. 
Through s torm and foam, to a western home — 
A home of the brave and free. 

With a fearless bound to the depths profound. 

She rashes with proud disdain ; 
While pale lips tell the fears that swell, 

Lest she never should rise ^ain. 



' Written on board theCunard steamer "Nii^ni," 
and set to mosic b; Mr. Hatton, who was a mlow- 
passen^, and song with much suixeas by him in bis 
professnnal toor in the United States. 
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With a courser's pride, she paws the tide, 

Unbridled by bit I trow ; 
AVhile the churlish sea she dashes with glee, 
In a cataract from her prow. 

Then a ho and a hip, to the gallant ship, 

That carries us o'er the sea, 
Through storm and foam, to a western home — 
A home of the brave and free. 

She bears not on board a lawless horde, 

Piratic in thought and deed ; 
Yet the sword they would draw in defence of law, 

In the nation's hour of need : 
Professors and poets, and merchantmen, 

Whose voyagings never cease. 
From shore to shore, the wide world o'er ; 
Their bonds are the bonds of peace. 

Then a ho and a hip, to the gallant ship, 

That carries us o'er the sea. 
Through storm andfoam^ to a western home— 
A home of the brave and free. 

She boasts the brave, the dutiful, 

The aged and the young ; 
And woman bright and beautiful. 

And childhood's prattling tongue. 
With a dip and a rise, like a bird she flies. 

And we fear not the storm or squall ; 
For faithful officers guide the helm. 
And heaven protects us alL 

Then a ho and a hip, to the gallant ship. 

That carries us o'er the sea. 
Through storm and foam, to a western home — 
A home of the brave and free. 

1848. 



TRUTH AND HONOUR. 



fj/, F wealth thou art wooing, or title, or fame, 
fc There is that in the doing, brings honour 
g or shame ; 

* There is Bomething in rnnning life's 

Will stamp thee as worth}-, or brand thee aa base : 
Oh, then be a Man, and whatever betide. 
Keep Trctb thj companion, and Honovk 
thy guide. 

If a king, be thj kingship right royally shown, 
And trust to thj subjects to shelter thy throne; 
Bely not on weapons, or armieH of might. 
But on that which enduretb — laws, loving and 
right; 
- Though B King be a Mah, and whatever 

Keep Tbctd thj companion, and Honons 
thj guide. 

If a noble, remember though ancient thy blood. 
The heart truly noble, is that which is good ; 
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Should a Btain of dishonour encrimson thy brow 
Thou art slave to the peasant that sweats at the 
plough : 
Be Noble as Mak, and whatever betide, 
Keep Tbuth thy companion, and Honour 
thy guide. 

If a husband, or lover, be faithful and kind, 
For doubting is death, to the sensitive mind; 
Loye*s exquisite passion a breath may destroy : 
Who soweth in faith reapeth harvests of joy. 
Love dignifies man, and whatever betide, 
Keep Tbuth thy companion, and Honoub 
thy guide. 

If a father, be firm, yet forgiving ; and prove 
How the child honours him who rebuketh in love ; 
If rich, or if poor^— or whatever thou mayst be. 
Remember, the truth/td alone are theyr^^. 
Erect in thy manhood — ^whatever betide, 
Keep Tbuth thy companion, and Honoub 
thy guide. 

Then, though sickness may come, and misfortune 

may fall. 
There is that in thy bosom surviveth them all ; 
Tbuth — Honoub — ^Lovk — Fbibndship, no tem- 
pests can pale, 
They are beacons of light in adversity*s gale. 
Oh, the Manlike is Godlikb, no ill shall 

betide. 
While Tbuth's thy companion and Honoub 
thy guide. 



THE LIME-TREE. 

' INO, sing the Lime — the odorous 

With taasels of gold sad loves m 

It erer has made the pleasautest shade 
For loTCTB to loiter and talk UDseen — 
When high overhead its anoe are spread, 

And bees are busily buzzing »round, 
When sunlight aud shade a woof have laid 
Of flickering net-work on the ground. 
I love the Lime — the odorous Lime 1 

With taaaels of gold and leaves so green ; 
To ite balmj bower in the noontide hour 
la wafted pleasure on wings unseen. 

When the Switzer fought, and gallantly wrought 

His charter of freedom with bow and spear, 
A branch was torn from the Lime, and borne 

As the patriot's hope and the tyrant's fear. 
They proudly tell where the herald youth fell 

With the living branch in his dying hand. 
Blood-hallowed the free is of liberty — 

The sacred symbol in Switzerland. 
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O the Lime — the odorous Lime ! 

With tassels of gold, and leaves so green ; 
The whisperings heard when its leaves are 
stirred 
Are the voices of martyrs that prompt 
unseen. 

I love it the more for the days of yore, 

And the avenue leading — I tell not where ; 
But, there was a bower, and a witching flower 
Of gracefullest beauty grew ripening there. 
From valley and hill, from forge and mill, 

From neighbouring hamlets murmurs stole ; • 
But the sound most dear to my sensitive ear 
Was a musical whisper that thrilled my soul. 
O the Lime — the odorous Lime ! 

With tassels of gold and leaves so green : 
It ever has made the pleasantest shade 
For lovers to wander and woo unseen. 

When the garish noon had passed, and the moon 

Came silvering forest, and lake, and tower, 
Li the hush of the night, so calm and bright. 

How silent and sweet was the Linden bower. 
They may boast of their forests of larch and pine, 

Of maple and elm, and scented thorn, 
Of ash and of oak, defying the stroke 
Of the tempest On pinions of fury borne : 
Give me the Lime — the odorous Lime I 

With tassels of gold and leaves so green ; 
The vows that are made beneath its shade 
Are throbbings of spirits that bless unseen. 

WoLLATON Hall, 1851. 



SONG. 

ING lady aing — and only sing 
Th Q jou sing ao wel! ; 

h ig strains sweet raptu 
b mg 
All d me with their spell : 
£j apt I h ng seem tn hear 

B J d th w et refrain, 
Embrscuig all the heart holds dear ; 
So sing that song again. 

Another song I hoped to bear 

Whose cadence low and deep, 
Might well a fainting spirit cheer, 

'Then soothe the soul in sleep I 
It maj not be ! Then sing for me 

That touching dear refrain. 
Which stirs the heart tumoltuously. 

Sing — sing that song ^ain ! 



LONDON.' 

fP glorious deeda deserve a song. 
Then, London, one to thee I 
Th; ancient name all tongues proclaim 
The watchword of the Free : 
Where'er the flag of liberty 
la righteously unfiirl'd, 
There London is ; — her mighty heart 
Beats through the civil world. 

Then ho I for London, brave and high, 

So shall she ever be, 
WUle Justice rules within her walls, 
And Honour guides the JVee. 

Of conquering Peace the pioneers 

Her dauntless merchants are ; 
Their ships are found the world around. 

Her sons 'neath every star. 
Her sheltering tree of Liberty 

Speads hourly more and more ; 
Its roots run under every sea, 

It blooms on every shore. 

' Written for the occasion of the Queen's visit h 
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Unfading youth, imtarnished truth, 
Great London ! bide with thee ; 

Of cities, Queen, supreme, serene, 
The leader of the Free. 



In days of dread, she boldly stood 

Undaunted, though alone. 
To guard with might the people's right 

Invaded by the Throne ; 
And yet when civil fury raged, 

And lioyalty took wing, 
Her gallant bands, with bows and brands, 
Defended well their king. 

Then ho ! for London, Might and Right, 

With her, twin brothers be ; 
To curb with Right the despot Might, 
Exalting still the Free! 

The weak, deposed, discrowned King ! 

The Patriot brave exiled. 
Alike have here a refuge found, 
Where Freedom ever smiled ; 
And evermore she spreads her store, 

The exile to maintain. 
And what has been her pride before. 
Shall be her boast again. 

Then ho ! for London, Ward and Guard 

To all who shelter seek ; 

A terror to the tyrant strong, 

A succour to the weak. 

And now within her ancient Halls, 
Where Freemen ever stand. 



96 LONDON. 

She welcomes men from every clime, 

With open heart and hand ; 
She welcomes men of every creed, 
The brave, the wise, the good ; 
And bids all nations form indeed 
A loyal brotherhood. 

Clasped hand in hand let every land 

Like loving brothers be ; 
From pole to pole, let every soul 
United be — and free. 




FIRST VERSES IN AN ALBUM. 

UDITH ! Tve watched thy joyous ways, 
All clear as mountain brook is ; 
Tby life's young leaf, as free from grief, 
Unspotted as this book is ! 
And I would pray, it ever may 

Escape Time's touch of rudeness ; 
Till every page from youth to age 
Is written o'er with goodness. 

Around thy heart keep closely twined 

All warm and kind affections ; 
And cherish ever in thy mind 

The sweetest recollections. 
Whilst opening, ripening day by day, 

In mental power and beauty ; 
Let Knowledge light the lamp of Faith, 

And gild the path of duty. 
1848. 



THE SWITZEE'S SONG ON 
THREATENED INVASION. 



t HE gustj wind of Btormf March 

Comes booming loudly through the 

From dusky pme and lofty larch, 
Ring wild and weird-like barmo- 

Witb dreary moan or startiing shriek. 
It whirling smites our cottage grey, 
Then fearleBS leapeth gorge and peak, 
Till, passion spent, it dies away. 
Pile hi^ the ft^ota I let them blaze — 

A beacon light to lands astray ; 

With generous wine the flagon fill ! 

Throngh storms and tears 

Hope radiant peers ; 

Life's short — enjoy it while yon may ! 



O'er all the East a tempest lowers, 
Scared Freedom turns to ftce the gloo 
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Such stillness leads the thunder showers, 

Or hurrying march of fierce simoom. 
The surging sounds from gathering hosts 

Float hitherward, like ocean*s hum. 
We fear no foe — ^the nations know 

The Switzers' welcome when they come. 
Pile high the &ggot8 1 let them blaze I 

Bring forth the trusty sword and gun I 
With gttierous wine the flagon fiU ! 
Come hope or fear, 
Our course is clear — 
Life's short, but sweet with duty done I 

m. 

Should ruthless squadrons venture near 
With flame of war — ^however brave — 
Our shaggy trees shall form their bier — 

Our valleys green provide a grave. 
Here thrice ten thousand hearts beat high, 

To guard the land they love so well ; 
Willing great Amold^s death to die ;— 
Worthy the bow of dauntless Tell. 
File high the faggots I let them blaze ! 

*Tis wise preparing for the worst. 
With generous wine the flagon fiU I 
Come peace or war, 
Come death or scar — 
Life*s short, and should be duly nursed 

IV. 

The storm that strikes the pampered elm, 
And brings its crown of glory low. 

While wrestling with our moimtain pine 
Makes every root the firmer grow. 
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Though tyrants strain, with rack and chain, 
Till beaded blood tears start and roll — 
O Tortare*s tooth bnt graves tibe truth 
The deeper in the patriot*s souL 

Pile high the faggots ! let them blaze ! 

The voice of freedom swells the gale : 
With generous wine the flagon fill ! 
The God of might 
Defends the right — 
Life*s short, but none dare us assail. 

V. 

For liberty our others fought, 
For liberty we'll fight again. 
Better is death with freedom wrought. 

Than life where liberty is slain. 
If poor in wealth, we*re rich in health ; 

If small our power, few cares have we. 
Within our misly mountain home, 
We're, like our Alpine torrents, free. 
Pile high the faggots ! let them blaze ! 

Our love of freedom ne'er shall cease ; 
With generous wine the flagon fiU I 
Come storm or strife — 
Come death or life, 
Rejoice, for heaven is frill of peace ! 

1854. 





PAST AND PRESENT. 



▲N OLD 1IAN*8 BONO. 




RING hither — ^bring hither, the foam- 

Creamy and spicy and steaming hot ; 
'Now, we are slippered and warm and 
snug, 

Let the windd revel around our cot. 
We*ll summon the pleasures of years agone, 

And banish our presence all trial and strife; 
No sorrow dare enter when we are alone, 
To dim with its shadow the joy of life. 
A liberal measure we*ll fill, and drink 

To all who may love us, and we love well ; 
O break not a bead on the glancing brink, 
A friendly spirit in each may dwell. 



At starting, how sunny and warm our days, 
How joyous the breezes around us blew ! 

The earth with beauty, — ^the air with praise 
Were filled, and nothing but love we knew. 
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When Tapoors the changeahle West ^ had nursed, 

Came wreathing dondily, darkly down. 
How little I heeded the storm that burst. — 
The fiice of my wife never wore a frown. 
A liberal measure Til fill, and drink 

To her, the devoted, who loves so welL 
rU break not a bead on the glancing brink, 
Bnt fancy her spirit in each may dwell. 

THih vanishing clouds came raptures new, 

Our wealth of pleasure eclipsed our care ; 
Time hurried, but clustering round us grew 

Fair beings, who shouting loade music rare. 
Strong, healthy, and honest--our God we 
thank! 
For Polly and Lizzie, and Meggie so sly. 
For saucy Willie, and Tom and Frank — 
O bless them, they never have cost a sigh ! 
A liberal measure we'll fill, and drink 
To the darlings who love us, and we love 
well. 
Nor break we a bead on the glancing brink, 
Their spirit of duty in each may dwell. 

All mated, and flitted, and dwelling apart. 
With boys and girls, a dozen or more — 

Though absent they're present and near our 
heart. 
For them there is honour and love in store. 

How happy this boisterous Christmas Eve, 
Are all who are able to spend it thus ; 

* The American panic, 1856. 
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Though lonely, we feel not alone, nor grieye— 
Our children's blessings encircle us. 
In honour of all who love us well, 

No more we will measure the beaded wine. 
But pray, that in each and all may dwell 
The spirit that made our Lord divine. 

1856. 




FLORENCE NIGHTINGALE. 

^ITH lofby song we loye to cheer 
The hearts of daring men ; 
Applauded thus, they gladly hear 
'^ The trumpet's caU again. 
But now we sing of lowly deeds 
Devoted to the brave. 
Where she, who stems the wound that bleeds, 

A hero's life may save : 
And heroes saved exulting tell 

How well her voice they knew ; 
How sorrow near it could not dwell. 
But spread its wings and flew. 

Neglected, dying in despair, 

They lay till woman came, 
To soothe them with her gentle care. 

And feed life's flickering flame. 
When wounded sore, on fever's rack. 

Or cast away as slain. 
She called their fluttering spirits back. 

And gave them strength again. 
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'* We might not always see the face, 

Which suffering could dispel ; 
But we could turn and kiss the place 

On which her shadow fell." ^ 

When words of wroth profaning rung, 

She moved with pitying grace ; 
Her presence stilled the wildest tongue, 

And holy ^ grew the place. 
They knew that they were cared for then, 

Their eyes forgot their tears ; 
In dreamy sleep they lost their pain, 

And thought of early years — 
Of early years, when edl was fair, 

Of faces sweet and pale. 
They woke : the angel bending there 

Was — Florence Nightiagale ! 

1855. 

Music by J, W, Hatton. 



' '' She would speak to one and to another, and nod 
and smile to many more, but she could not do it to all ; 
but we could kiss her shadow as it fell, and lay our 
heads on the pillow again, content." — Soldier's tetter 
from the Crimea, 

^ " Before she came there was cussin' and sweaiin', 
but after that it was as holy as a church." 




THE IRISH GLEAITEB. 

THB DAWK OF A BRIOHTBR SAT, 

ROM the buatling eRst to the idle 



From &e nortli to the soutlimost 

>'eT bill, through bog.in light and fbg, 
You may travel all Ireland o'er. 
■Where energy, liberty, love, were dead, 
Or ip genseless stupor lay, 
Hope, smiling, heanis. 
And its radiance streams 
On the dawD of a brighter day. 

The pestjlence came like a qnenchlesa flame 

Ott the breath of a poisonous wind ; 
Tou might reckon its force and track itB course 

By the niin it leil behind : 
Nor youth, nor beauty, nor ses was spared — 
Its mission was still to ilay ! 
From the desolate past 
There cometh at last 
The dawn of a brighter day. 
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Though kindred led from kindred dead, 

They have found a home afar ; 
They have labour and rest in the beautiful west, 

Where trusty brethren are. 
And those who remam in their own dear land 
While justice bears the sway — 
Have prosperous lives ; 
For labour thrives 
In the dawn of a brighter day.. 

What matter, although the pauper*s rags 

May flutter before the breeze ! 
Dead leaves are seen *mid the living green 

Of the leafiest forest trees. 
Though poverty lurks and beggary works, 
In the south, wherever we stray : 
Yet all around 
Is increasingly found 
The dawn of a brighter day. 

Here many will find hearts warm and kind ! 

Maids beautiful, lithe, and sweet — 
You might envy the fiivoured grass they press 

In the tread of their naked feet I 
A flood of melody swells the voice. 
And stealeth the soid away : 
*Ti8 beauty supreme 
Fulfilling the dream 
That told of a brighter day. 

By head and hand, on sea and land. 

The present its future weaves ; 
By hill and plain, or where ears of grain 

Are gathered among the sheaves. 




106 THE IRISH GLEANEB, 

A spirit of lore in labour liyes, 
Brmgii^ health and wealth awaj. 
The night has flown, 
The light has shone— 
Tis the dawn of a brighter day ! 

1852. 



SONG. 

SAY not thej are past relief^ 

That they must bleeding die, 
Hope erer is strong — though Hfe is 
brief, 

So let me — ^let me try, 
I pray thee lbt me tbt.^ 

I cannot bear their weary moan. 

Their piteous wailing cry ; 
*Tis wicked to leave them here alone-— 

To save them let me try, 

In mercy let me tbt. 

The heart was cheered — ^the hand was raised, 

Life*s lustre filled the eye ! 
Their agony ceased — O God be praised, 

They let me — let me try — 

*Tl8 NSYBB TOO LATE TO TBT ! 
1856. 

1 "Let me have these men — ^let me try to save 
them.*' — Flobence Niohtikoale, Newspaper Report. 



EVA. 

H slumber, mj little one : 
p on my pretty one : 
f Smiles dream-awakened — are tokens 
of bliss: 
Delight never ceasing, 
Buthonrly increasiog, — 
Wliat eaitbly enjoyment is equal to this ? 

O Eva, sweet Eva, beautiful Eva, 
My Eva, dear Eva, to fondle and kiss ! 

With winter winds blowing, 

And winter clouds snowing, 
there came to my anna a wee innocent dove ; 

My fever snbduing, 

My rapture renewing, 
The child of my grief is a well-spring of love: 

Eva, sweet Eva, beautiful Eva, 
My Eva, dear Eva, m; joy ftom above 1 

Her open lips breathing. 
Sweet rosy smiles wreathing ; — 
Her cheek like the apple- bloom, pinky and fair ; 
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Her bonny blue eyes 

Are shreds filched from the skies ; 
And dusky as night is her wavy brow hair. 

O £ya, sweet Eva, beautiful Era, 
My Eva, dear Eva, my pride and my care ! 

What clasping and clutching — 

Though aimless, how touching ! 
What fairy in whispering swells her young breast ? 

Cbme close to my bosom, 

My blessing, my blossom ; 
Here ! here's yoiur home, darling, your refuge and 
rest. 

O Eva, sweet Eva, beautiful Eva, 
My Eva, dear Eva, this, this is your nest I 

The trees gently waving. 

The lapping tide laving. 
The streamlet from Clabaoh as glancing it ran. 

Had tongues to them given. 

Like music from heaven. 
Repeating rejoicings awoke at Drishane. 

Oh Eva, sweet Eva, beautiful Eva, 
My Eva, dear Eva, so pleasant to scan. 

Unbounded in measure. 

Sure Nature her treasure 
Exhausted in moulding this baby of mine. 

Ye spirits of goodness. 

Defend her from rudeness ! 
Surroimd her, protect her, ye angels divine ! 

O Eva, sweet Eva, beautifrd Eva, 
On thee may the sun of all blessedness shine ! 

Dbishanb Castle, 1870. 




MINNIE'S ISLE. 

HEN hsirest glories down the - 

Witit ripened Iruit and golden 

Wlulet suDshme Ailing bright and 

Gives all die landscape double chann ; 
Where great trees waye and blossoms smile, 
A dear retreat u Minnie's Isle. 

From underneath the cedar's shade, 

How sweet to view the glinting glade. 

Where wychelma wave their bnmchea wide, 

Huge oaks and ashes side bj aide. 

Like giants of the forest, pile 

Their arms in guarding Minnie's lale. 



'Tis true no monnt^s lift on high 
Their icj peaks, or pierce the skj, 
Tet clouds like driiting hills of snow 
Lie pictured in the lake below ; 
Whose dimpled wavelets all the while 
Keep lapping — laving Minnie's Isle. 
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What joy when worldly woes oppress, 
To seek this shady, cool recess ; 
To leaye the turmoil, din, and strife, 
The Settings of a restless life ; 
And for a season care beguile, 
In musing here on Minnie's Isle. 

Reposing here ; — the poet's page 
Restores to sense life's Golden Age ; 
Whilst mounting high on quivering wings, 
The choiring lark melodious sings. 
And pours on earth a heavenly wile, 
To charm the ear on Minnie's Isle. 

But who is Minnie ? Who ? Ah, there 
A secret lies that few may share I 
Suffice to know that in her face 
We read each modest maiden grace. 
Her voice ? Is music ! — ^And her smile ? 
Sheds light and life o'er Minnie's Isle. 

Then see her flit from door to door. 
To soothe, console, and cheer the poor, 
Whose fervent daily prayers ascend 
For her, their kind and gentle friend ; 
Thus love engenders love, and guile 
No footing finds on Minnie's Isle. 

All o'er the Minster's gladsome plain. 
May virtue with contentment reign ; 
And if— -as may— comes carking care. 
May each, for each, a portion bear ; 
And nothing rough, or rude, or vile, 
A shadow cast on Minnie's Isle. 



MINNIE'S I8LK 111 

Bat seasons pass, and changes come ; 
Now Minnie owns another home : 
Another name dear Minnie bears, 
With deeper joys, and wider cares. 
On her and hers &ir fortune smile. 
Though far away from Minnie's Isle 

August^ 1873. 

SONG. 

Y dear Minnie mine — the dead 
leaves are falling, 

dear Minnie mine — a spirit is 
calling, 

1 hear it — ^I feel it — ^it cannot be 
long. 

Ere I with the angels will join in their song, 

O dear Minnie mine — sweet, sweet, Minnie 
mine! 

My dear Minnie mine, as the spring-time grew 

olden ; 
O dear Minnie mine, when the autmnn was golden. 
Between came the summer and scattered the 

flowers, 
Whilst Love with its rapture, dear Minnie, was 
ours, 
O dear Minnie mine — sweet, sweet, Minnie 
mine! 

My dear Minnie mine, of the tender words spoken, 
O dear Minnie mine, this— this is the token ! 




To know I most leave thee alone is deep sonow, 
Though (Urk be to-dajr 1 — it will br^ten to- 



My dear Miiinio mine — see the winter-clouds 

flying, 
dear Minnie mine — like the year I am dying, 
Yet ferrentlf pray that when this life it over. 
My spirit stQI near thee may guardingly horer, 
O dear Minnie mine — Bweet, eweet, Minnie 



"THE BTJD IS ON THE BOUGH." 

i HE bud is on the bough, 

And the blosftom on the tree ;" 
But neither bud nor blossom bring 

A thrill of J07 to me. 
Walled np within the city'a gloom, 
So pleasure can I know, 
But like a cag^d linnet sing 
To chase away my woe ! 

The bud will grow a hloasom, 

The blossom will graw pale. 
And aa it dies the fruit will spring. 

But fall when o'er the vale. 
Stem Winter marches with hie train 

In every wind that blows. 

And I, unripe, with ripest fruit, 

May in the dust repo^. 

But Spring upon the seed will breathe. 

The seed become b tree, 
And on the tree so beautiful 

Will bud and blonaom be : 
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And shall I know a second Spring P 
Tes ! brighter far than they ; 

^Vhere age puts on the blush of youth, 
And never more decay I 




THE LILY OP THE VALLEY. 

HEN breezes bend the billowy 
grass, 
Each ware its flowery treasure 
shows, 
While fitful storms that whirling 
pass 
Evolve the spirit of the rose ; 
Though crushed — ^returning good for ill— 

Intenser all its odours rise, 
As grief-worn spirits soften still 

Hard hearts with loving liquid eyes. 
Oh, more than rose, sweet blossom pale, 
I love thee, Lily of the Vale. 

Beside the graceful golden broom. 

And sturdy, stubborn, daggered whin, 
I first beheld thy arch of bloom, — 

Like virtue on the marge of sin ; 
So one with chaste retiring grace, 

I in the world's great tumult found. 
In word and deed, in form and face, 

Meek loving kindness clothed her round, 
And thou to her love's message bore : 
Be thou love's herald evermore. 
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No prickly spears, or burning stings, 

Mj fondling hand or eyes repel : 
Listen ! and love triumphant rings 

Prom every tremulous silver bell. 
Around thee hosts of glittering blades 

Sharp-pointed, broad, and burnished green— 
Thou, lovely virgin of the glades. 

Art guarded, Nature^s forest queen : 
Most modest gem of earth thou art, 
rn wear thee ever near my heart. 

The burning stars are letters bright, 

By which we spell the heavenly plan ; 
And humble flowers when read aright, 

God^s goodness teach to wayward man : 
Dear offspring of the boimteous earth, 

Fair children of the glorious sun. 
Whether of high or lowly birth, 

I love you all — ^yet love I none 

like thee, sweet blooming trembler frail, 
White timid Lily of the Vale. 

1852. 




THE CHEERY AULD MAID. 



fk HAE laughed at the lauei, as aiblina je 
I An' jokiogljrhjmed them agaiuan' again; 
i But DOW I'm repentant, the truth to be 

The joy of all bames u a Cheerj Auld Matd ! 
There are JesBies, an' Bessies, an' Eatee by the 

An' MaryB, an' Nellies, an' Lizzies galore, 
Wha, if they were absent our licht wad be gane, 
An' many m darkneaa wad stumble alone. 

One weel I remember, — but what's in a name, 
Be sure in our land there are thotuands tbesame, — 
So gentle, so eameet, so kind and so dear, 
A joy to thejoyleaa — the cheerless to cheer. 

The lada an' the laaaee wad ponr in her eais 
The tale of their sorrows, Uieir hopes, an' their 
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Those aching heart swellings, saepainfu* to thole — 
Our elderly maiden wad soothe an* console. 

Judge not from her smile an* her brow sae serene 
That her heart to excitement a stranger had been, 
And never disturbed by the passionate throes 
Of a love disappointed— the woe of all woes. 

The gallant young sailor, the pride of her soul, 
Volunteered, and set sail, for the perilous Pole, 
Like many brave fellows for glory he yearned — 
With cheers he departed, but never returned ! 

Three summers she watched by the name graven 

tree, 
And silently gazed o*er the storm smitten sea. 
When vanished all hope she devoted her days 
To helping the helpless — the humble to raise. 



One night in her shielan — ^forsaken, forlorn, 
A lady found shelter — a baby was bom ; 
The mither lies low in her grave by the Cairn ; 
Annie took to her bosom the mitherless bairn ! 

So care^lly nursed, she grew graceful an* &ir, 
With eyes like the skies, an* like stmset her hair ; 
She won the leal heart o* the laird o* Eirkhall, 
An* the mitherless bairn is the lady of all. 

Her darling weel married, our maiden once more 
Besimied her auld love for relieving the poor ; 
The sick and the simple, the halt an* the blind. 
In the home of dear Annie some succour wad find. 
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She moved through the vale like a soft summer 

breeze, 
Bearing sweetest of perfume, all senses to please, 
Like sunshine that blesses wherever it may fall. 
Unconscious she gladdened the spirits of all. 

When Katie, her sbter, was drowned in the ford, 
Ahkib took to her seat at the head o* the board ; 
Restoring some brichtness, assuaging all pain — 
The young ones forgetting their mither was gane. 

*Twas Auntie at morning, 'twas Auntie at nicht, 
For Auntie alane could set a' matters richt ; 
To Auntie, kind Auntie, so close they wad cling ; 
For wha like dear Auntie sae sweetly could sing. 

But Time's flying shuttle was weaving a pall ; 
Aunt Annie resignedly answered the call ; 
By the Caibh in the Glsn she was solemnly laid, 
Adl Scotland lamented the Chb£BT Auld Maid. 

1876. 
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A EAILWAT RHYME. 

ONDON feTer, fume, and fiiry, 
ReBtlesH, fretfij, striving ever ; 
Never-ending crowds of people, 

Rushing, edd jing, like a rirer ; 
Thanks to Science, by a ntail-trdn 
Speeding swifter than the wind, 
London hubbub, glare, and gaslight 
For a while I leave behind. 

Through the dark I smell the clover. 

Dream of farms and days of yore, 
When from moantaine, streams, and woodlands, 

Raptnre came, that comes no more ! 
Over bridges — over meadows — 

Onward ^flffhfng — hissing on ! 
Starry gleams from lowly casements, 

Tell of lore in places lone. 

With a shriek, a bound, a shiver, 
With a wild, uneartlily scream. 
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Tunnelled, rambling, rolling round us, 
Clouds of smoke and blinding steam. 

Now arise the low of oxen, 
Now the bleat of lonely sheep, 

Now the fluttering wings of wild birds, 
Startled from their silent sleep. 

Valleys green and village brightness 
Quickly change to smoky towns ; 

There the ceaseless clang of hammers, 
There the grimy desert frowns. 

Awful is at pitchy midnight, 
. Mammon^s church, with flaming spire — 

Thirst of Plutus, what can slake it P 
Quenchless is its fierce desire I 

Changed again ! — the day is dawning : 

Grey and crimson fold on fold, 
Soon, with blaze of glory round him. 

Rolls the Sun on car of gold. 
Spirits doubtful fly before him ; 

Deeds of darkness, hiding, rest ; 
All the earth in song adore him, 

Blessing ever, ever blest. 

Now amid the moorlands dreary 

Winding, floats our vapoury trail ; 
Pant we on, yet never weary, 

Cleave the rock and leap the vale. 
Far beyond shine grassy uplands ; 

Dense the mist lies deep below ; 
Touching heaven are rugged hill-tops. 

Streaked with fire and capped with snow. 
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Here the husbandman is toiling ; 

Roses firinge his cottage door; 
Children stretch and wave thdr bonnets-^ 

Plenty crowns the threshing-floor. 
Plenty, peace, and pure devotion, 

Ever on thee, England, smile I 
Thus I close each sweet emotion 

Sketched *twixt London and Carlisle. 

1852. 




MY LADY. 

y lady's young as well as fair, 
Has sunny eyes and nut-brown 

hair; 
A smile from her would banish care. 
So charming is my lady I 

With her there is no vain pretence 
Of sparkling wit,^but sober sense, 
And modesty and innocence 

Are cherished by my lady \ 

We met — ^I tell not where, or when, 
My wooing words were few and plain ; 
She sweetly answered back again, 

" Pm thine." God bless my lady. 

Though age and care may deeply plough 
Some furrows on her cheek and brow. 
What she was first, she still is now. 
My life, my love, my lady ! 

1854. 



AUTUMN THOUGHTS. 

9 HE leaves ue falling I let them M ; 
TiaHesTen'a BDpreme decree that all 

That Urea mtut die : 
A little while their glory shone, 
A little more ukd they are gone, 
In death tbej lie. 

Had we no death, what then were birth ? 
A cnmberer of this pleasant earth, 

Where all U fair: 
Throttgfa death alone it found the room 
For budding hope, for mental bloom. 
And manhood rare. 

Deny Dfl death — destroy the chance 
Of Bonl mature, the proud advance 

Of intellect; 
Controlling, conquering every plan 
That mars the onward march of man 

To high respect. 

Where men, like granite columns, stand, 
Obstructive of the good and grand — 
welcome death I 
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They boast tliey change not \ while they speak, 
Their hearts are stayed : their power how weak — 
How false their faith ! 

The bar once broken-nsoon the tide 
Of new opinion, deep and wide, 

Resistless flows : 
As age must yield to eager youth, 
So felsehood flies before the truth, 

And wisdom grows. 

Man, proud of life ! while living, heed 
The myriad lives that die to feed 

Thy mortal part ; 
And when the immortal soul takes wing, 
Those myriad forms again will spring 

From brain and heart. 

The life which earth and air bestows, 
Builds up the fabric of the rose ; 

Then, earth to earth ! 
The flower, matured, gives up its seed ; 
The leaves dissolve — dissolving, feed 

A second birth. 

The husk of flesh, the shell of clay. 
Must to th* imperial soul give way. 

And let it fly- 
Emancipated chryssdis — 
From coils of pain, to boundless bliss — 

To never die ! 

What we call death, is only change 
Of life, permitting souls to range 
Unfettered, free, 
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Through all the regiona God has made, 
In glorious sun or sombre shade, 
Eternally. 

Thou body, brace thyself for strife I 
Thou soul, prepare thyself for life ! 

And whatsoe'er 
Thy noblest nature feels is right, 
For that unblenching, boldly fight ; 

For Gk>d is there. 

1852. 





HOES DE COMBAT. 

I LIlfG open the windows wide for me, 

And let in the sweet, iresh ur 

That blows from the West so full 

and &ee. 

And over the heath so bare : 

:B with a message of health end rest, 

IVom a beantifiil home in the &r-ofi"WeBt I 



Oh I list to the voice of the cag&d lark, 

With carol so clear and lond, 
Forgetting its freedom in grange and park. 
Its J07 on the downj clondl 

Luprisoned ite wing, its spirit u free, 
And sweet is the lesson it brings to me ! 

Mj many companionB have fied with glee 

Some up to the glaciers high, 

Some on the moora, some on the sea, 

And some by the winding Wye ! 

Whilst idly here I must lie and dream 

Of the restless rushing of life's great stream. 
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^Tis weary and hard for the actiye brain 

To be tethered to one small room ; 
A spirit all life to ever remain 
Bentmibed by the lack of bloom, 

That comes when the body and spirit as one 
United can revel in shade and sun I 

But pity me not, as I here recline 

Becushioned and couched with care ; 
In this feeble frame boms a fire divine, 
Which the shadow of grim despair 
Can never eclipse — for acutest pain 
My quenchless spirit revives again ! 

Keep open the windows wide for me, 

And let in the morning air 
That blows firom the west, from the cool salt sea, 
And over our heath so fair ; 

It comes like a message of health and rest, 
From a dear, dear home in the far, far West! 

1875. 





OUR POLLY. 

'E knew not the loTe we bad 
cherished bo long 
As the light of our life and the 

life of onr aong : 
The star of our night and the aim 
ay 
Are cloudy and dim since our Folly's away ! 

Till the last moment came and tre found we mast 

part. 
We knew not the cords she had twined round the 

Love grew with her growth, and we hoped she 

would stay — 
Life has lost half its rapture now Follj'a away I 

So artless and guileless, so joyons and true — 
A rosebud in beauty, and sweet as its dew ; 
So wise and so gentle — a lambkin in play — 
Our summer's like winter now Polly's away I 

Who now in the morning the posy will bring ? 
Or who in the evening delighted will spring 
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To meet us, and greet us, with laughter bo gay ? 
Our nights have grown longer since Folly*s away. 

But girlhood will grow into womanhood soon I 
Her lovely young dawn become beautiful noon } 
May bright angels keep her where*er she may stray 
In the land of the stranger— dear Folly's away ! 

Old feelings will deaden, new firiendships arise 
And cluster around her *neath warm sunny skies : 
Though she may forget us— old, wrinkled, and 

grey! 
Her spirit will haunt us, though she*s far away ! 

1869. 




f Y love \% foir, my love is rare, 
And, oh I my love is kind ; 
Her heart's the throne of gentle- 

Aiid Heaven illumei her mind. 
A halo round her forehead ehinea, 

Dissolving dark despair; 
Beneath the sun there is not one 

In heauty half so fair. 

Whene'er with maiden baahfidnesB, 

She turns her eyes on me ; 
Oh then they seem like mirrored stars 
When tr^hling in the sea. 

With looks so kind they ever beam. 

Dissolving dark despair ; 
Beneath the son there is not one 
In beaaty half so fair. 

When first I listened to the strain 
That from her sweet lips fell. 
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It chained in love my every sense, 
And bound me like a spell ; 

A stream of richest music came. 

Dissolving dark despair ; 
Beneath the sun there is not one 
In beauty half so fair. 




COMB, COMB, COMB! 

A SOKO. 

OME, come, come ! 

You know where the lindens 
bloom ? 
Come, come, come ! 

And drink of their sweet perftime : 
Come, meet me, beloved, beneath their shade, 
When day into night begins to fade. 
A time for wooers and wooing made. 
Is the twilight's deepening gloom : 

Come, come, come ! 
My sweetest one, come, come I 

Wait, wait, wait I 

I will come unto thee betimes ; 
Wait, wait, wait I 

I will come with the evening chimes ; 
I will come when shimmering up the sky 
The wavering light retreats on high, 
And darkening shadows inveiling lie 

Beneath the odorous limes ! 
Wait, wait, wait ! 

Beloved one, wait, wait ! 



J 
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Here, here, here ! 

My beautiM met at last : 
Here, here, here ! 

My sheltering arm thou hast ; 
The storms of life may fiercely blow, 
And sorrow in surging tides may flow, 
Whatever may come ! come joy, come woe ! 

Thy refuge is in my breast, 
Here, here, here ! 

Thy refiige for ever is here ! 

1875. 




GOOD MORROW.i, 

GOD morrow, good morrow ! warm, 
rosy, and bright 
Glow the clouds in the east, laughing 

heralds of light. 
Whilst stUl as the glorious coloura 
decay, 
Full gushes of music seem tracking their way ; 

Hark! Hark! 
Is it the sheepbell among the ling, 
Or the early milkmaid carolling ? 
Hark! Hark! 
Or is it the lark, 

1 One of the stanzas of this song was composed by 
the late Mary Bussell Mitford, and appeared in her 
story of "Atherton." The other was written by 
Mr. Bennoch, at the urgent request of his much loyed 
friend, M. B. M. 
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As he bids the sun good morrow ? 

Good morrow ; 
Though every day brings sorrow ! 

The daylight is dying, the night drawing near. 
The workers are silent, yet ringing and clear 
From the leafiest tree in the shady bowers 
Comes melody fiilling in silvery showers ! 

Hark! Hark! 
Is it the musical chimes on the hill, 
That sweetly ringeth when all is still P 

Hark! Hark! 

sweeter tl^an lark 
Is the nightingale's song of sorrow, 

Of sorrow ; 
Thoug}i pleasure will come to morrow. 

1853. 




MAET MILMGAN. 

f Y bonnj Harj Millig&n, 
Tw»l djxKTj years liae gane 
' we twa younkers through the 
woods 
Were wandering alane ; 
Were wandering alone in loe, 

Ab blythe as blythe could be ; 
I saw nae lass I loed bat ane, 
An', Marj, it was ye. 

Your hair was like the raTen sheen, 

Like brichtest star your e'e, 
And white aa newly-drift«d snaw 

Yonr bosom seemed to me ; 
Your voice was like the music made 

By birdies on the tree, 
Sae cheerie, Mary Milligan, 

Were a' your words to me. 

bomiy Mary Amiigsn, 

Ye'd lay your loof in mine. 
An' I wi' loe an* innocence 

Wad press your fiugera fine 1 
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When on my breast your bonny brow 

To rest a wee ye*d lean, 
Wr yery joy our hearts wad melt, 

An* tears fill baith our e*en. 

There we wad sit in ecstasy, 

But ne^er a word we spak* ; 
An* O the ties that Nature bound 

She surely wunna break ; 
Time, Space, and Memory only make 

Ye through the distance seem 
In beauty, like the hearenly things 

We whiles see in a dream. 

But Fortune's eyer-shifting wheel 

Has changefu* been to me. 
And, bonny Mary Milligan, 

ELas turned me far frae ye ; 
Has turned me fiir awa, my luve. 

Across the foamy sea ; 
But, bonny Mary Milligan, 

My heart's at hame wi* ye ! 




COMB ! GENTLE SPIRIT OP THE 
SPRING. 

* OME! geotle spirit of the Spring, 
Thou ever pleasant comer I 

quickly come, and with tbee bring 
A foretaste of the Summer : 

1 long to climb the dewj wold, 
To feel the breezes blowing, 

And watch the little flowers unfold 
Where yesterday 'twas snowing. 

Through all the weary Winter time 

I could not but remember 
The Budden squall that struck me down 

In dreary chill November. 
O come and melt the icy care 

That fills my heart with anguish. 
Breathe o'er me spring's delicious air, 

The air for which I languish ! 

Along the tbymy sloping hills. 

The flocks are wending lea-ward ; 

Adown the glens the babbling lills. 
Are leaping gaily sea-ward ; 
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The happy birds high overhead 
Are singing loud and mellow, 

And earth awakening 'gins to spread 
Her blossoms white and yellow. 

Far in the distance ocean wide 

Beneath the sun is glancing, 
While through my brain a living tide 

Of joyous thought is dancing I 
O now I feel the joy I sought I 

That ever pleasant comer 
Has come at my behest and brought 

A foretaste of the Summer. 

1858. 




SPRING. 

H ! welcome Spring — delightful 
Spring ! 
Thy joys are all b^nn, 
' Earth's frozen chain is rent in twain 
Jy heaven's reviving sun ; 
The dews of eve on meadows green, 

And waving blades of com, 
Lite diamonds set on emeralds sheen, 
Are twinkling in the mom. 

Sweet Spring I 
In thee the snowdrop finds a graven 

Meanwhile the primrose pale 
Grows meekly on the snnnj bank, 

The daisy in the vale 
With golden eye looks beautiful ; 
Young trees fresh odours fliug, 
Their incense rises to ttte skies, 
In worshipping the Spring. 

Sweet %>ring ! 

Alt living things that life enjoy 

Are now instinct with love ; 
In pairs fond creatures woo on earth. 

In pairs they woo above ; 
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The echoing woods in music speak, 
When winged minstrels sing ; 

Uniting earth and heaven with song. 
In welcoming the Spring. 

Sweet Spring ! 

Spring, Summer, Autumn, Winter,— aU 

Their lessons read to man. 
And teach him sorrow*s not the end 

Of Heaven's benignant plan : 
However great his cares may be, 

However deep their sting ; 
Like wintry winds they pass away, 

And welcome glorious Spring. 

Sweet Spring ! 




MAY. 

' WEET fragrance fills the dewy air, — 

Come, dearest, come away. 

And in its rapture drown our care, 

For thia ia merry Maj ! 
The merry month— the merry month— 
The joyouB month of May I 

Kind Nature bringa 
Her Bweeteat things 
To welcome merry May ! 

Glad mnuc flows from hill and tree, 

Birds carol in the air. 
And poiu a atream of melody. 

To charm us everywhere. 
Oh, the month — the mwry month — 
Tlie tunefiil month of May I 

From woods and plains 
Kiae cheerful struns 
To greet thee Queen of May ! 

The joyoua lamba aroimd their dams 

Are bounding in their play ; 
Shall we be sad, nor aeem as glad, 

Dear Margaret, as they P 
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In tiiia aneet montli — diii dearest month — 
This cheering month of May— 
Shall we alone, 
'Neath heaven's bright zone, 
Be sorrowiol in tiay F 

But faireit things at laat most ftde, 

And monld'ring pass awaj ; 
And so must we; — yet Iotb shall be 

To as an endless May. 
Oh, die month — the meny month— 
The charming month of Maj ! 
True love shall be 
To thee and me, 
A long, unchanging Mar I 

1836- 



A SPRING SONG. 

FRINO-TIME returaiug Bpnokleg 
flowers 
O'er vtHsye, meftds, and mountains ; 
The genial aun and gentle showers 
Unlock sweet Nature's fountains. 
On jojous wing the wild birds sing 

With loud melodious Toicfr— 
" Oh, lovely Spring I thy blossoms bring. 
And bid the world rejoice." 

Spring-time returuing sprinkles flowers 
O'er valleys, meads, and mountains ; 
The genial sun and gentle showers 
U^ock sweet Nature's fountains. 

In stream and lake, in wood'and brake. 

All things that torpid lie 
To life are stirred whene'er is heard 

Spring's carol in the sky. 
When air and earth are full of mirth. 

Let each his tribute bring ; 
With loving heart hid grief depart, 

That all may welcome Spring. 
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Spring-time has come, and scattered flowers, 
O'er forests, meads, and moontains ; 

Hope joyous gilds the laughing hours. 
And music fills the fountains. 

1855. 





MARIAN. 

A SONG. 

LOOM, bloom, beautiful flowers. 
And fling your scent on the wavy 
air; 
Bear it, ye winds, to Marianas bowers, 
And tell her my spirit in love is 
there; 
Tell her of honour and faith excelling. 
Tell her that love is the light of life. 
The cloudly shadows of grief dispelling ; 
And win — Oh win her to be my wife. 

Fall, fall, perishing flowers ! 

Odour, and beauty, and life are gone : 
When leaves were &lling in silent showers. 

Then Marian fell, and I am alone : 
The gloomiest night stiU brings a morrow 

Of hope, to banish our fear away : — 
My hour of peril, my night of sorrow 

Was beautiful Marianas dawning day. 



1852. 



A HISTOET. 

^MK met her first in earlj Spring, 
5HK A wild and wajrard plBjAil things 
SMa Ab here and there she flitting flew, 
^mi And left her footprints in the dew. 

I marked her way from pUce to place. 
As one a bounding &wii might trace. 
A wiljVd, fitful, laughing thing, — 
The joyoDB spirit of the Spring. 

Through Sommer days I followed still, 
By singing stream and breezj hill ; 
Where nestling wild flowers sweetest grew. 
Or softest breathing zephyrs blew ; 
Or gazing long on sea and skj, 
Her soul sat glistening in her eje. 
Thought's temple was her radiant brow- 
She seemed the Summer's spirit vow 1 

When pniple clusters bent the vine, 
As one we walked, for she was mine ! 
Ah, me ! I cannot, dare not tell. 
How the with Autumn's fruitage fell ; 
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I only know, with moumftil face 
Her shadowy fonn of love I trace ; 
And kneeling bend above the snow, 
Where all I ever loved lies low ! 



1856. 





TO THE HILLS AWAY. 

HiL you come to my mountain 
home, love P 
Will you come to the hilla with 
me? 
Through the wild woods we will 
roam, love. 
With our spirits light and free. 
As free as the wind we will bound along. 

Your voice shall our music be ; 
Its love shall rival the bird's sweet song 

In its tuneful melody, 
m deck your hair with roses rare. 

That grow on the gentle hills ; 
And weave a spell at the fairies' well. 

The source of the glancing rills. 
Hark ! hark to the woods, they shout Rejoice ! 

Will you come love,— come to-day ? 
List ! list to the sound of the wooing voice, 
To the hills I to the hills away ! 

To your mountain home I will go, love, 

I will go to the hills with you ; 
Through valley and wood we'U roam, love, 

When meadows are bright with dew. 
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O sweet is tlie song of the soaring lark — 

The linnet upon the tree ; 
But sweeter than birds are whispered words, 

That wooingljr welcome me. 
No roses rare shall deck my hair, 

As we gaily climb the hills ; 
The buffeting breeze that sways the trees, 

My spirit with rapture fills. 
Then hie firom the town to the breezy down. 

Nor loitering longer stay ; 
From the clear blue sky there cometh a cry, 

To the hills ! to the hills away ! 



The whole of the first verse, with the exception of 
lines 1 1 and 12, is old, and said to be American. 



1855. 




SONG FOR THE SEASON. 



^ OAIE when the dawn of the morning 
is breaking. 
Gold on the mountain tops — mist in 

the plain ; 
Come, when the cUmorous birds are 
awaking 
Man unto dutj and pleasure again ; 
Bright let jour Hpirits be, 
Breathing sweet liberty, 
Driuking the rapture that gladdens the brain. 

High o'er the swelling hills shepherda are climbing, 

Down in the meadowa the mowers are seen ; 
ilaymakers singing, — and village bells chiming. 
Lasses and Uds lightlj trip o'er the green : 
Tojing and wooing, 
Fljing, pursuing. 
Nature is now as she ever has b«en. 

Then, when the toils of the daj are all over. 
Gathered, delighted, set round in a ring ; 



' 
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Youth with its mirthfulness, age with its cheer^l- 
ness, 
Brimful of happiness, cheerily sing— 
" Bright may our spirits be, 
Happy and ever free, 
Blest are the joys that from innocence spring/' 

1852. 

SONG. 

HE setting sun throws o'er the sea 
A glorious golden chain, 
Uniting lands in bonds of love, 

To war no more again : 
Or is't a cheering smile firom Heaven 
Borne o'er the glowing tide, 
To bless two fondly-loving hearts 
Now beating side by side ? 

I am a child of Scotland's wild 

And rugged mountains blue ; 
Of England's wide and fertile plains. 

The fairest child are you. 
By Heaven's example thus we join 

In love our father-lands ; 
No friend is he to thee or me 

Who'd burst the holy bands. 

But what are country, friends, or home, 

Since, wheresoe'er we move. 
Our two fond hearts will there create 

A world of joyous love ? 
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Thy beaming eye shall be its light, 

Thy voice its melody ; 
Thy breath, more sweet than new-mown hay. 

Its atmosphere shall be. 





REFLECTIONS. 

WBITTSN AT GAIlirOBD SPA. 

OW cahn — ^how still my spirit feels 

Within this qniet wood, 
Where scarce a hum or passing 
breeze 
Awakes the solitude ! 



This footpath winding down the bank, 

That health-restoring spring. 
These overhanging leafy trees. 

Sad thoughts upon me bring. 

Each bough*8 the home of many a sigh, 

Each flower of many a tear ; 
When absent from the longing eye. 

My thoughts will wander here. 

Who knows P — ^perchance our thoughts have met 

In this delightfril scene. 
Though parted, and ten thousand miles 

Of ocean roll between. 
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Where art thou now, my brother P— where ? 

The echoing woods repeat ; 
Far o'er the sea thy lonely grave 

Is trod by strangers* feet. 

Upon this elm, a sapling then, 

But now a stately tree, 
Thy name was carved ; — where is it now ? 

No trace of it I see« 

Grave lesson here for all who woo 

Ambition, power, or fame ; 
The name had long outlived the man— 

The tree outlives the name I 

1840. 




•0, WHAT ARE YOU DOING? 




WHAT are you doing, sweet Nelly P 

says I; 
O what are you doing, sweet Nelly* 
so sly? 
It's this you are doing, 
Some mischief youVe brewing 
You'll some day be ruing, 
And blaming the beam of a certain black eye. 

It's little in truth that Fm doing, says she ; 
O nothing at all I am doing — ^for he 

Who promised to meet me 

I'm thinking will cheat me — 

'Tis cruel to treat me 
So badly, and leave me alone as you see. 

Just take my advice, little Nelly, says I ; 
O take my advice, and to follow it try. 

You promised to marry 

That do-nothing Harry ! 

But why should you tarry 
For him any longer ? let me be the boy ! 

ICasts off disguise, "] 
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O how could you tease me so, Harry ? said she, 
When I'm dying to please you, my Harry McGhie. 

To come so disguised, 

Where true love is prized ; 

But ril do as advised, 
And at Easter, dear Harry, we wedded shall be. 

1856. 

WHAT IS IT? 
I. 

HAT is it ? What is it P the little 
child said, 
As he played on the earthen 
floor, 
With the patches of light which 
the sun had laid 
Through the chinks of a shattered door. 
They are shreds of white 
From the garments bright 
Of the radiant sun on high. 
Each mote in the beam has a silver ring ; 
Oh ! silently listen and hear them sing, 
As they eddying dance and fly ! 
How high ? 
To their homes far up the sky ! 



II. ♦ 

What is it ? What is it ? the young man said. 
On his cheek was a flush like shame, 
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While, dazgling shone from their dusky shade 
Two perilous globes of flame ! — 
Of beaming eyes 
Askant — and sighs, 
Beware young man, beware. 
They may bear you high, they may sink you low ; 
There is danger whithersoerer you go : 
Of conscience alone take care ! 

For there 
Is the peace that defies despair. 

III. 

What is it P What is it f the miser said, 

As he stammered, and clutched, and stared ; 
The gold he had gathered began to fade, 
Though only for gold he cared. 
In hoarding wealth. 
He had bartered health 
And honour, and dwarfed his powers ; 
For self alone he had planted seeds. 
For self he had reaped and garnered weeds I 
Mistaking the weeds for flowers ; 

And cowers 
From the blackness that over him lowers ! 

IV. 

What is it ? What is it ? is always said 

Alike by the young and the old ; 
By their brightest visions they are betrayed, 
For they fade like a story told. 
' Beneath the sim, 
Oh every one 
Some sickening sorrow hath, 
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Corroding, cankering day by day, 
Flinging dark shadows across his way, 

And they point — to the gulf of death, 
Which saith, 

Love honour, and die in faith ! 

1856. 




MY OWN. 

Y own ! my own— all, all my own ! 
What rapture roused my child* 
hood^s joy I 
That all to me, to me alone, 
Should now belong that lovely 
toy! 

As years flew by, and blood grew warm, 
And deeper thoughts the heart employ ; 

One form alone had power to charm 
The passion of the wayward boy. 

But later still, when early thought 
Had into flower and fruitage grown, 

I clasped the being love had brought, 
Bejoicing she was all my own. 

And now, when spring and summer heat 
Have into sober autumn blown, 

I ever find my joy complete 
In her who's evermore my own. 

1875. 



MASOKIC SONG.' 

^HAT is that I hear P 

Gently, faintly, knocking ? 
Some one claims our cheer : 
Hark ! the echo mocking. 
Masons all are kin ; 
Joyuna we're together : 
Bring the stranger in — 

And greet him like a Brother. 
Clink your glasses, clink ; 
Set their lips a^ringing. 
Clink yonr glasses, clink — 

All in chorus sin^ng, 
Hnrrab, hurrah, hurrsli ! 

What men may do, we dare, man ; 
Our guide, onr life, our law. 

The compaiB, book, and square, man. 

Just, upright, we staod — 

All that's false rejecting : 
Iioyal heart and hand — 

All that's good protecting. 

' Originally wriiien for the Lodge of Sl John, 

No. 393, Thc^nhill, Dninfriee-shire ; bnt subsaqasntly 

• reviaedsoas tomaksit acceptable to all other Lodges. 
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Knowledge keeps us free ; 

Truth defends from danger. 
Brethren ! pledged are we 
To help the needy stranger. 
Clink your glasses, clink ; 
Set their lips a-ringing. 
Clink your glasses, clink — 

All in chorus singing, 
Hurrah, hurrah, hurrah I 

The needy are our care, man ; 
Our guide, our life, our law, 

The compass, book, and square, man» 

When our work is o'er, 

Sweet is rest from labour ; 
Still there's work in store — 

Work to help a neighbour — 
Work to heal the smart 

Of bitter grief and sorrow ; 
Cheer a Brother's heart. 

And make him glad to-morrow. 
Clink your glasses, clink ; 
Set their lips a-ringing. 
Clink your glasses, clink — 

All in chorus singing. 
Hurrah, hurrah, hurrah ! 

To help a friend, prepare, man ; 
Our guide, our life, our law. 

The compass, book, and square man» 

Fill again ! and toast, 

Joy of every true man, 
What we love the most — 

Woman — ^^Sister ! Woman ! 



156 MASONIC SONG. 

Rosy, ripe, and rare. 

Lips with honey laden ; 
All that's good and fair, 
Whether Wife or Maiden. 
Clink your glasses, clink ; 
Set their lips a-ringing. 
Clink your glasses, dink — 

All in chorus singing. 
Hurrah, hnrrah, hurrah I 

Our hearts with them we share, man, 
In honour, love, and law, 

By compass, book, and square, man. 

Brothers ! when we part. 

Still remember duty : 
Faithful hand and heart, 

True to love and beauty. 
On the Square we stand — 

All that's bright before us — 
Joyous I hand in hand — 
And Heayen smiling o'er us. 
Clink your glasses, clink — 
Set their lips a-ringing. 
Clink your glasses, clink — 

All in chorus singing, 
Hurrah, hurrah, hurrah I 

Fraternity we swear, man ; 
Our guide, our life, and law. 

The compass, book, and square, man. 




LOVE AJfD MAKEIAGE, IN FIVE 
STANZAS. 



^OW pleasant to gaze where affection 

I Wbere palms are lesBoiu, and eyes 
ire books ; 
Where'er lovers wander, in sun or in 
shade. 
Two kindred souls hare an Eden made. 
Amid olive groves by tlte tideless sea 
They plighted their troth, Euid how happj was he ; 
I watched them long, and I see them now. 
Supremely blessed in their hearts I trow. 



Oh Hweet are the greetings old friendg renew. 
As in parted clonds is a glimpse of blue ; 
How dear are the blossoms fond ejes discern 
That nestle and smile 'neath an arch of fern ; 
And sweet is the musio that wanderers hear 
That tells of their distant homes so dear : 
Bnt (weeter than these — than all — I prove, 
Are hearts that in unison beat with love. 
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III. 8PECULATITE. 

Oh there is a maiden so fair to see, 

I would she were willing to wed with me ; 

How happy were I if I could but rest 

In the shade of the pansy that gems her breast ; 

Or she on my breast as mine repose, 

Beside this blushing, love breathing rose. 

The earth were heaven could I but feel 

That she loved me, and called me her own Emile ! 

IV. ^DECLARATIVE. 

I looked like ice — though my heart was fire, — 
And language declined to express desire ; 
I felt like a statue of dumb despair. 
But somehow my feet ever wandered, where 
I suddenly found, with glad surprise, 
Love potently speaks through earnest ey^s ! 
I silently wooed and won my bride, — 
My beautiful Emma — ^my life, my pride ! 

v.— COHCLUSIOW. 

Thus silently, suddenly, hastily won, 
Two hands are united, two hearts are one. 
Brush, canvas, and colours are cast -aside 
For cares and for duties becoming a bride. 
She goes with our blessing — we all rejoice, — 
Though some will be missing her cheery voice. 
One star from the mountain has vanished away 
To illumine the valley of lone Tenay. 



LOVE'S CONSOLATION. 

[R: ENVY not the world its wealth, 
w^ Not mingle in its strife ; 
^ I'm happj in mj lowly home, 
|IL My children, and my wife: 

Their cheering presente fills my heart 

With gladness day and aight; 
Approving smiles irom those we love 
Malke hardest labour light. 

To feel a hiss &om loving lipa 

Imprinted on my brow, 
Brings more of happiness, dear wife. 

Than princes ever know I 
To hear our children laugh, and see 

Them playing on the floor : 
this, my dearest, makes as feel 

We never can be poor ! 

Our books are Nature's flowery vales. 
And heathery mountains high, — 

The waving woods, — the foaming tides,- 
And Heaven's bespangled sky ; 
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Our mnsic is the song of birds. 

The humming of the bees, 
The cadence of the murmuring streams, 

The sighing of the trees I 

Our pilgrimage on earth, dear wife, 

Soon — ^very soon — ^may cease ; 
We*re thankful still for many days 

Of bounteous love and peace : 
Through life we have united been ; 

And this I only pray : 
One balmy gale at last may bear 

Our souls in bliss away ! 




DYING. 

I HE maiden ntiaed her feeble form 
Upon tbe humble bed, 
And, Btretching forth her slender 

In trembling accents said : — 
" Dear mother, I am Tery faint. 

Some drink I pnj thee bring ; 
And what will cool this burning pain 

Like water from the apringF 

" Oh this ifl Hweet ! — 'tis very sweet ! 

I fain would drink again ; 
I feel it trickling here, and here, 

AH through m j heart and brain t 
Now, mother, bring me gayest flowers, 

And leaflets young and green ; 
ril make roy love the &irest crown 

That poet e'er has seen. 

** m bind it with my silken hair, 

And, mother, it will be, 
When placed upon his lofty brow, 

Most beauti^l to see ! 
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My Hps shall every leaf embalm, 
The homblest shall not fade ; 

My tears amiealed, like liTing stars, 
Shall sparkle on his head.** 



The mother heard, obeyed, and smiled, 

Delighted thus to find 
That reason*s holy light again 

Illumed her daughter's mind. 
*' *Tis finished, mother I — Oh* my heart 

Feels glad, — I know not why I 
Thoult teU how truly I have loved, 

Nor shrank when death was nigh I 



" Thou*lt place this on his head, I know ; 

*Twill inspiration bring : 
How happy they who then wiU hear 

How moumfblly he*U sing I 
His looks — ^methinks I see them now — 

Fall tenderly on me : 
His image fills my weary eyes— 

I nothing else can see I ** 



The beam of bright intelligence, — 

A pure celestial ray 
Of heavenly light, — no longer shone, 

But, darkening, passed away : 
The eye resumed its wonted glare, — 

All meaningless its gaze. 
And cold, as when through icicles 

The glimmering moonlight plays ! 
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A few short hours she silent sate, 

Then heaved a dolefiil sigh ; 
And, staring into vacancy 

With frenzjr-buming eye, 
Exchiimed, ** Ah I what art thou, dread form ? 

Hurl not thy dart at me I 
Thou hast I — Ah me ! my lover*s song 

Brings immortality !" 





MINNIE AN' ME. 

HE spring time had come ; we were 

sawing the com ; 
When Minnie — wee Minnie — my 

Minnie was bom ; 
She came when the sweet blossoms 
burst for the bee, 
An* a sweet bud o* beauty was Minnie to me. 

The harvest was ower, and yellow the leaf, 
When Mary, my daughter, was smitten wF grief, 
O little thought I my dear Mary wad dee, 
An' leave as a blessing, wee Minnie to me. 

O guard her, ye angels, an* keep her as noo, 
A glint o* warm sunshine — a clear drap o* dew, 
An* sweet as the hinny blob fresh frae the bee — 
She is aw thae, an' mair, is my Minnie to me. 

Her hair*s like the lang trailing tresses o* night; 
Her face is the dawn o* day, rosy and bright ; 
Sae bashfii*, sae thoughtfu*, yet cheery an* free : 
She just is a wonder, my Minnie to me* 
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Her smile is sae sweeti an* sae glancin* her een. 
They bring back the face o* my ain bonny Jean ; 
Mair sweet than the Unties, that sing on the tree, 
Is the voice o* my Minnie when singing to me. 

For mony lang years Fd been doiting alane. 
When Minnie revealed the aald feelings again; 
In the bam or the byre, on the hill or the lea, 
My bonnie wee Minnie is seldom firae me. 

Wherever she moves she lets slip a wee crumb, 
To beasties or birdies, the helpless an* dumb. 
How she feeds them, and leads them, it*8 bonny to 

see; 
Oh I a lesson o* loving is Minnie to me. 

Whenever she hears my slow step on the floor, 
She stands wT her ban* on the sneck o* the door, 
An' welcomes me ben wi* a face fu* o* glee, 
nane are sae happy as Minnie an* me. 

She trots to the comer, an* sets me a chair. 

She plays wi* my haffets, and kames down my 

hair; 
Or keeks through my specs, as she sits on my 

knee; 
'Oh wer*t na for Minnie, I think I wad dee. 

But ni no talk o* deeing; some work may be 

done, 
Or daundering dreamily, bask in the sun ; 
Tni Providence pleases my spirit to free. 
Oh ! Aae power shall sever my Minnie an* me ! 

1869. 



ADAM BROWN AND JEANIE 
KENNEDY. 



f DAM BROWN ftud Jeanie Kennedy 

3 were bom i' the Bame year; 

1 She doun by the Carron bum — be vp 

at Dunisdeer ; 
'The weans they toddled ban* in ban' 
an' aae thegither grew, — 
Till as manikin' an' wifekin they're known the 
valley throngh. 

They cleekit arm in arm as aye they langhin' gaed 

And learnt the shorter carritcb in the mill ayont 

Dmmcrail: 
In the simmer she for Adam pon'd the gowana 

frae the braes, 
And in antumn, for bis Jeanie, Adam gathered 

nuts and slaes. 

When either o' the bomiy baima the neebors ever 
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Thej aye were drawn thegither, but they didna 

dree the charm ; 
She was weak, an* he was strong, sae he guarded 

her frae Barm. 

He grew like ony sturdy uk in glory on the lea, 
An* she was like the iyy clinging close as ye 

might see; 
Frae 'neath his strong protecting arm she smiling 

read his face, 
As in return she lent to him her beauty an* her 

grace. 

Like sister and like brither, they wad sit on the 

same seat 
Wi* clasping hans, an* cheek to cheek, and whiles 

their lips wad meet ; 
They never spak a word o' luve, for deep down in 

the heart 
The truth was cherished that o* ane the ither was 

apart. 

As she grew up to womanhood an* he to manhood, 

sae 
The time had come when he awa to foreign lan*s 

maun gae ; 
The afternoon was cloudy, and the night was 

driving weet. 
Yet they parted as if feeling they wad in the 

momin* meet. 

When momin* came wee Jeanie*s een were red 

an* dewy blind. 
And ever she was looking for what she could 

never find ; 
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O sad was she an* restless, yet she blushet like 

the haw, 
As she ask hersel' the question-*" Why did Adam 

gangawa?" 



The simmer it had faded into autumn weird, an 

that 
Had glided into winter ; cauld an* lanely Jeanie 

sat, 
She fain wad greet and find relief, but sweet tears 

never came ; 
Yet aye she silent sighing prayed for Adam to 

come hame I 



Lang letters first, then shorter ; then for months 

nae tidings came ; 
Jeanie feared he n^ight be ailing, yet she didna 

Adam blame ; 
Jealous tongues let loose a whisper, O how rapidly 

it spread, 
That Adam to a lady high in Canada was 

wed! 



Wee. Jeanie, she grew unco pale, the bloom it left 

her cheek, 
She pined like ony lily, but she nae reproach wad 

speak; 
" O weel kens he, his happiness was aw my aim 

in life, 
Gude axigels pour your blessings baith on Adam 

an' his wife." 
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But, whisht I there is a clicking at the sneck npo* 

the door, 
A stranger man — a manly man — ^is standing on 

the floor I 
She looks at him — she flies to him — she fidls upon 

his breast, 
'' O, Adam, this is happiness ** — ^^ Mj Jeanie, I am 

blest I" 

1875. 




THE AULD, AULD STOET— LASSES 

BEWARE. 

SWEET is tlie strife, and pleasant 
the life 
Of lasses when spirited, young, 

an* bonny; 
For maidenly charms draw lovers 
in swarms, 
Like bees to the blossoms intent on honey ; 
For health it is good as ane*8 daily food, 
A rapturous time is young maidenhood. 

But whatten a life — O whatten a strife, 

When cheeks are a waning an* mair than thirty I 
For how to get out of ane*s maidenhood 
Is a terrible trouble — it is — my certie I 
It oanna be giiid to get thin in the bluid, 
Bewrinkled, an* still in ane*s maidenhood. 
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In our beautiM gleu there are mony young ineh) 

A* stalwart an* strong as a man should be ; 
They say I look weel, yet, rarely a chiel 
Slips in at the gloamin* a wooing o* me. 
Pm sairly afraid my chances are dead. 
An* Tm fated to live an* to die an auld maid. 



A mettlesome lad frae ayont Drumwhad, 

Where shimmering babbles a bumie bonnie, 
He babblin* plied his suit, an* I tried 

To like him, but wairsh, O wairsh was Johnnie ! 

In sooth Tm afraid my fortune*s in shade, 
. An* r doomed to shiver an* wither a maid. 



It was nice to be clippet around the waist, 

An* hae noticed the shape o* my dainty feet ; 
Sae blate was the lout — ^he wad never speak out, 
Yet, O his kisses were saft and sweet. 

When gane, Tm afraid I wished he had 

stayed : 
To be somebody*s wife, I wad sink the auld 
maid. 

Syne a minister man, frtie ayont Straquhan* 
Gam* fleechin* an* preachin*; I answered in 
haste- 
He micht do for the heathen, — ^bat wadna for 
me — ^then 
His way of conversion was no to my taste. 
He sighed an* he prayed Td be Mistress 

M'Faed; 
That micht hae been wiser than pining a maid. 
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A lawyer came neist on a hard-ridden beast — 

Post obits, an* actions, sustained or condoned. 
Laws Boman an* Gothic, kirk laws and hjpo- 
theck! — 
Intervening — ^I tanld him his suit was post- 
poned. 
He Bcowlingly said, wi* a jerk of his head, 
He was foolish to think of a scraggy auld 
maid I 

A doctor then cam* they ca*d Simpering Tarn, 
Wha*s potions were ready for ilka condition ; 
Wf havering prattle he talked o' his cattle, 
But I turned me away frae this son o* perdition. 
He began to upbraid — ^half relenting, I said. 
There is spunk in the doctor ; and still Fm 
a maid. 

Ae nicht in my dreaming, I heard a bairn 
screaming, 
I cuddled and kissed it sae mitherly fain ; 
But I suddenly woke, an* the spell it was broke. 
I was aw on my wearisome pillow alane. 

I am mickle afraid that all hoping will fade, 
That ril live discontented and die an auld 
maid. 

Kind Heaven prevent I should live to repent 

Beftising all chances o* wifehood sae happy ! 
I fear I may fauld a man wizened an* auld 
Instead o* a young ane sae cozie an* crappie. 
Ghie fetch me a plaid. Til ride on a raid 
Ere I grow, as Fm growing, a shrivelled 
auld maid. 
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Just then frae Glen Shinnel cam* Donald 
M'Kinnel, 
A weel-to-do body wi* haffets like snaw . 
As I gaed to the well, I just.thocht to myseF 
The anld ane is better than nae man ava ! 
It weel may be said my conceit has been laid, 
But m drop the reproach o* a cankered 
anld maid. 

Now I am his ain, I can see very plain 
He is doatingly fain o* his forty-year wife. 

But a word in your ear, — ^nae pickle o* gear 
Can brim up wi' pleasure ane's measure o* life ! 

marriage is guid — it gladdens the bluid ; 
An* onything*s better than maidenhood ! 

As I sit in the kirk, the young lasses may smirk 
An* think Tm gaen gyted — what*s that to me ? 

While Donald is kind, to their joking I'm blind — 
They*ll be glad of my luck gin they bide a wee ! 

1 noo understand how marriage is grand, 
An* a Wife is the noblest name in the land ! 

1875. 





COILA. 



BBiJ> AT A MBETINO HBLD IN COMMBMOBATION 
OF THB BIBTH OV BUBRS. 




GAIN, — again assembled here. 
Are men with hearts and soub 

sincere, 
And eje^ whose Instre with a tear 
Is dimmed for him of Coila ! 
Yes ! here again a chosen few 
Shall pay the grateful homage dae 
To him, the gentle, kind, and true, 
Who sweetly sung in Coila ! 



A title sumph was not his lot : 

His birth-place was the peasant^s oot : 

When men have dotard kings forgot, 

The/11 think of him and CoiIa« 
He knew no rules nor studied art 
By which his lays might reach the heart ; 
C^Grenius* self he seemed a part — 

A genius bom in Coila ! 
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And as for laws, he needed none ; 

Hia thoughts were laws, — ay, every one, — 

And universal as the sun 

That softly beams in Coila ; 
And nations yet unborn shall raise 
Their voices tuned to notes of praise 
Of him whose thoughts were turned always 

On liberty and Coila ( 

But where are they who made him wink 
At things that were, nor dare to think^ 
But wosK, and thus coercive sink 

The mighty mind of Coila ? 
Yea ! where are they ? — ^You may ask where.— ^ 
In deepest gloom, or wheresoe*er 
Base souls are found, you^U find them therei 

But not with him of Coila I 

If ye his fame in truth would see, 

Go search among the brave — ^the free : 

There mark the freest soul, — ^'tis he 

Who loves the bard of CoiU I 
When hjearts enslaved for freedom glow. 
They feel their wrongs, and strike the blow, 
Are free I — Go, learn who taught them so ! 

They'll shout, — a voice from Coila !• 

The wandering exile doomed to roam 
O'er deserts wild,— o'er Ocean's foara^ — 
Far, far from friendship, love, and hcNiie, 

Is still consoled by Coila ! 
He thinks not on the arid plains^ 
Nor fever raging in his veins. 
For crooning o'er old Scotia's strains, 

He dieems himself in Coila [ 
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When Tirgin bosoms pant with love, 
And dream of bliss whenever they rove 
By winding stream or balmy grove, 

O ! then they think of Coila. 
With passion quivering through the brain 
They strive to speak, bnt ah ! how vain, 
Till Bums with magic rends the chain — 
For who could willing love explain^ 

Like him, the bard of Coila ? 

Whene'er the social few unite 
To spend in joy the festive night. 
The wit and wisdom dazzling bright 

Are borrowed beams firom Coila ! 
Whate'er his theme, the poet shone ; 
The lyre he struck was all his own ; 
'Tis broken now, — ^the Bard is gone, — • 

And Genius weeps o*er Coila ! 




TO THE MEMORY OP BURNS. 

BEAD AT A MEETIKQ HELD IK COMMBMOKATIOH OF 



^Wj MMORTAL Bard,— immortal Sums, 

§^9c The Patriot and the Prince of Song, 
JSK When Mends are met ahall thej foi^t 
^19^2' ^^ hoDOura whiuh to thee belong t 
Immortal Bnms ! 

In eveiy land where truth is known, 
The mneings of th; mightj mind 

In strains of melting love hare flown 
To fraternize the human kind. 

Immortal Burns ! 

Thy lays have seared the tjrant'a heart 
Like flaming bare of bolleat steel, 

But raised the poor to know ttieir right, 

To think as men, — as men to feel, — 

Immortal Bums ! 

When light, and hope, and reason die. 
And darkness shronda the face of daj, 
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And all things fade, — O, only then 
Shall Scotland's Bard in fiune decay, 

Immortal Bums 

- With reverent silence we will fill 
A cup whene'er this day retoms. 
And pledge the memory of the Bard, 
The Bard of Nature — Robert Bums, 

Immortal Bums I 



-^^8^ 




NITH. 

TTH ! my dear romantic stream, 
Lang may your waters flow 
In clear and quiet loveliness, 

Without a tale of woe. 
Lang may the mists that rise frae ye 
Fa' in refreshing showers, 
And bring fresh verdure to your meads. 
Fresh fragrance to your flowers ! 

Your course is like the human life, 

Sae changingly ye rin ; 
Here creeping slowly through the vale» 

There rolling o'er a linn. 
Yet as ye wander on your way. 

All nature smiles on ye ; 
Ten thousand voices chant your praise, 

Frae bank, frae bush, and tree I 
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How oft upon your flowery banks 

At gloamin* I hae straye^t 
Wr Mary, blusliing, young, and fiiir, 

My ain, my gentle maid ; 
How oft beneath the trysting-tree 

Thegither we hae stood. 
An* gazed upon the moon's bricht ray, 

Clear, flickering in your flood ! 

'Twas on your banks that first we met, — 

Soft, murmuring did ye flow ; 
*Twas there I stole the first fond kiss, 

'Twas there we sealed the vow : 
Whilst with our lips our troth we pledged, 

Mair lovely did ye seem ; 
We felt ye smiled approvingly, 

Dear Nith, belovM stream I 

The flowers may fade upon your banks, 

The breckan on the brae, 
But O I the love I hae for ye 

Shall never pass away : 
rhough age may wrinkle this smooth brow. 

And youth be like a dream, 
Still, still my voice to Heaven shall rise 

For blessings on your stream I 




THE BARD'S RETURN. 

AIL on, iftil on, mj merr; bark, 
Dance gulj o'er the lea, 
And bring me to in; mountain home, 

** Aold Scotia," brave and free ; 
Oh, now I see her warlike hills, 
1 love her more and more ; 
With child-like joy I bless the sand 
That thinea upon her shore t 

The cloud-nuraed monntains beckon me, 

The valleys amile below ; 
The gende streams, rejoicing, seem 

To greet me in their flow : 
Some boast of aunn^ eastern climes, 

Where light eternal glows ; 
Where all is snnshine, man of life 

Bat half its pleasure knows. 

Give me the land of light and shade. 

Of mountain and of river, 
Where feeding streams from healthj springs 

Make meadows verdant ever ; 
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Where Winter brings his roaring floods, 

The spring flowers ever new, — 
The Autumn brown and shady woods, — 

The Summer sunshine too 1 

Where Freedom first her standard raised, 

Despotic banners wave ; 
The iron heel of Tyranny 

Is trampling o*er her grave : 
Those sunny lands are bound in chains ! 

But, Scotland, still in thee 
Men brave the terrors of the blast. 

And, like it, they are free I 

Here are the winding woodland paths 

Where oft Tve tarried long. 
Entranced with forest music sweet, 

Fair Nature^s soothing song I 
And (here a gentle maiden lived, 

The first my soul to move ; 
Whose smiles first twined around my heart 

The cords of early love. 

She plaited me a laurel crown, 

I decked her hair with fiowers ; 
The light of heaven ne*er dawned upon 

A happier life than ours ; 
We thought of love, we spoke of love, 

Love*s breath perfumed the air ; 
Love reigned in heaven, — Love ruled on earth ; 

'Twas love, — love everywhere ! 

Spirit of Life ! grant, when I die, 
Like feelings may be given ; 
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Then gendy bear mj soul away 

Unto a higher heaven : 
From youth till now Fre happy been^ 

And why not in decay ? 
The 8im as sweetly smiles on ere 

As on the rising day I 



NTTH REVISITED. 

LOW on, flow on, belovM stream, 
My dear, delightful riyer, 
By castles grey and meadows green 

Flow on in peace for ever. 
In youth I wandered by thy side, 
The Tynron hills before me. 
And now as bridegroom loves his bride, 
In spirit I adore thee. 

Fm wedded to thy glens and holms. 

So wild, so foil of beauty ; 
The past into the present glides. 

And blends with love and duty. 
I hear the pulsing evening breeze 

Among the branches beating ; 
My heart, attuned to winds and trees, 

The cadence is repeating. 

High up the sky in clouds I trace 

The day's departing glory, 
While by my side a sunny face 

Reflects a 0weeter story : 
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The stoiy of a loving life^ 

The passing hours renew it ) 
Nor joy, nor care, nor worldly strife, 

Can conquer or subdue it* 

The cloven rocks make dismal dens, 

In which your waters darkle, 
Emerging from their gloomy glens, 

Oh how you dash and sparkle ! 
So life miut pass through clouds and tears, 

Few rays of hope surrounding ; 
As mists roll off the sky appears. 

With light and love abounding. 

Dear stream, thou emblem of my days. 

Thou child of moss and mountain. 
My heart to thee would be of praise 

A never failing fountain. 
So flow for aye, belovM stream I 

Dear Nith, delightful river. 
By castles grey and meadows green 

Flow on in peace for ever. 

1866. 




TYNRON GLEN— THE SHINNBL. 

■Vhf^'VE Bnng of Nith, Tie sungof Scftur, 
sSHp Fts Bong of Annftn Water ; 
HWl And now I sing of Sliinnel BtretUli 
Sflra Of Tjnron hills the danghter. 

Whence, trickling from itt oozj aoorce 
'Mong heather, bent, aod nuhea. 

It broadens an it glandng runs 
Beneath o'erhanging bnsbei. 

By Bennan's bonny wooda and hills, 
Where babbling boras meander ; 

Where Uases gather nuta and slaea, 
And wooen love hi wander I 

Down Tynron Qlea by Tynron Kirk, 
Where belb are gailj ringing; 

Past Capenocb nestling in its woods. 
Where birds are sweetly singing. 

There fishen cast the treacherous fly. 

Confiding tronts deceiving ; 
And children dip amphibiooB feet 

In bliss beyond believing I 
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The 8tm shines down from cloudless skies 
On mountain, rock, and meadow ; 

Whilst browsing beeves beneath the trees 
Luxuriate in the shadow. 

7he sparrows* twitterings from the eaves 

Blend with the cushats* cooing ; 
Whilst playful lambs on grassy braes 

Their gambols are pursuing. 

Fve tasted much of joy in life, 

And deeply drank of sorrow ; 
If e*er overwhelmed with care or strife, 

I will from nature borrow 

A thrilling sense of bliss supreme, 

Among these lovely mountains : 
Inhaling wealth of mental health 

Near Shinnel*s pleasant fountains. 

No clearer sky or greener earth 

Were found at the beginning. 
When first creation had its birtii, 

And stars were set a spinning. 

Here stands the ever open door, 

Inviolate from danger ; 
Where lavish hearts and clasping hands 

A welcome give the stranger. 

O new-found friends on Tynron braes, 

O dear, delightful river ; 
fair young buds of womanhood. 

May joy be yours for ever I 

1875. 
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riBB ASD TBDI.I TEUPERATB. 

' END the briDuning glataea ronnd, 

Maike the beaming babbles flicker; 
Men o' aenie will ne'er confound 

The wight who wisely topei hiB liquor. 
File with logs of pine the hearth ; 
Set the kettle'i Bteam \ reeliag, 
Wkken we the soiindH of mirth; 

Banish everj fearsome feeling I 
Biting bluts with icj fl&il 

Hills and howes ore fiercelj beating j 
Wildest winds shall not prevail 

To chill the ardour of onr meeting; 
Send the brimming glasses round. 

Make the beaming bubbles flicker ; 
Men o' sense will ne'er confound 

The wight who uiitelg topes his liquor I 

Prae Ccrsoncon to Shinnel-Head 
The dork, terrific storm is wheeling ; 

Gathering drifts, the shepherd's dread, 
Where the flocks an' herds are bieling : 
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Craven spirits dangers fear, 

Men, as men should bravely meet them ; 
He alone deserves our cheer 

Who dares oppose, defy, defeat them ! 
Send the brimming glasses round, 

Make the beaming bubbles flicker ; 
Men o* sense will ne^er confound 

The wight who wisely topes his liquor ! 

Trusty neighbours, here^s my loof I 

Strike and fear na ! mak it tingle I 
Care let fly ayont the roof; 

Friendship bleezes like the ingle ; 
Neighbours shoidd as neighbours be, 
Heart wi* heart sae knit thegither ; 
Unsuspecting, — ^aye protecting 
All thaVs dear to ane anither I 
Send the brimming glasses round. 

Make the beaming bubbles flicker ; 
Men o* sense will ne'er confound 

The wight who wisely topes his liquor ! 

Close the winnock, bar the door ; 

Keep without the tempest railing. 
Whilst within we gladly pour, 

To loyalty and love unfailing ! 
Here's to him we trust the most ; 

Here's to lasses bright an' blameless ; 
Here's to her, our joy, our toast I 
Her the beautifol ! — ^but, nameless I 
Send the brimming glasses round. 

Make the beaming bubbles flicker ; 
Mortal man shall ne'er confound 

The wight who wisely topes his liquor ! 
1877. 



THE BONNIE BANES 0' DEB. 

§'VE wandered by the sonny books 
Of winding Forth and fluhing Toy, 
And drtmk the woudroua beauties in 
Of Clyde, and Tweed, uid mountain 
Spey; 
But still with love unchanged I torn, 

And think of friends, who o'er the sea 
As pilgrims, to auld Scotia came, 
To leai^ the charms of Boyal Dee. 

Balmoral's towers and shady bowers — 

Loch Muick's waters, deep and cold — 
Great Ben-Mac-Dhui, lifiting high 

AboTe the snow his crown of gold. 
Though wildness reigned on moory plain, 

From Aberdeen to bleak Braemar ; 
With loving faith we feared nae skaith. 

For love was onr abiding star. 

Where now we sit, have princes sat, 

Enraptured with the whispering din 
Of Corriemulzie's elfin glen, 
' Or Dee's dark, foaming, whirling linn. 
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Among the pines as day declines 

*Tis sweet to loiter, loving, free, 
Or underneath the siller birks 

That shimmer on the banks o* Dee. 

Wild roses scented ilka brae. 

Red clover flamed along the lea. 
Bright heath and broom shed sweet perfume, 

But sweeter far my friends to me — 
The breezy hills, the rushing rills 

Attuned to nature's minstrelsy — 
By night or day, though fer away, 

We stiU remember bonnie Dee. 

1872. 
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AM ABGDMBHT ID PAVODS O 

fE&TKWES,<M CsmpU's bonnj flood. 

The itunmer moon wu ibining ; 

While, on a bank in Crichope wood, 

Twa lorere were reclining : 
Thej tpak" o' yoath an' hotrj age, 
le how Bwiftly lleetiiig ; 
Of ereiTlliuig, in Booth, but ane, — 
The reason for their meeting I 

When Willie thocht his heart waa fiim, 

An' micht declare its feeling, 
A ray &ae Bessie's stairj een 

Sent a' his eeiues reeling ; 
For aye when he essayed to speak. 

An' she prepared to hear him. 
The thochtA in crimson dyed his cheek. 

But words would no' come near him ! 

Till Nature, gentle mither, came 

In pity to Bsdst him. 
And whispered something he mann learn — 

Her lesson quickly blessed him I 



COUBTSHIP. 

Bis ann around the lasaie'a neck 
He flung, noF think she Hpnined it ; 

Sjne kissed her ripe and rosy lip, — 
Some lAj, the maid returned it! 

'Tis ever thni tliat Love is tanght 

Bj his divineat teacher ; 
He Hilent adoration seeks, 

But ahuDs the prosj preacher. 
Now read me rights ye gende dames, 

NoF deem my lesson hollow : 
The deepest river silent rins, 

The babbling brook is shallow [ 



THE FLOWER OF EEIR. 

, H what care I where Love wm bom ; 

I know where oft be liogera 
' Till night's bkck curtain'B drawn 

Bj moming'i roBj fingers. 
If j'e would know, come follow me 

O'er mountain, moss, and river, 
To where the Nith and Scaur agree 

To flow as one for ever. 

FasB Kirk-o'-Keir and Clover less — 

Through loanings red with rosea. 
But pauK beside the spreading trees 

That Fanny's bower encloses. 
There knitting in her shady grove 

Sitfi Fannj, singing gaily ; 
Unwitting of the chains of love 

She forges for us daily. 

Like light that bringe the blossom forth, 

And sets the com a-growing, 
Uelts icy mountains in the north, 

And setd the stream a-flowing : 
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So Fann/a ejes, so bright »nd wise, 

Shed loTing rays to cheer ns. 
Her Bbeence leaves us wintrj skies — 

'Tis aummer when she's oear ns I 

0, SBW je ever such a &ce 

To waken loie and wonder ; 
A brow with such an arch of grace, 

And blue ejes shining under ! 
Her snaring smilea, sweet nature's wilea. 

Are equalled not bjr man; ; 
Her look it charmii, her love it warms ; 

The ' Flower of Keic ' is Fanny ! 

1854. 



THE DOMINIE. 

OK gnud; honse, like weel-ftur'd sin, 
Belangs to Jock the Dominie : 
It's fiur without, an' foul irithin, 

JoBt like himser, — the Dominie I 
Oh, aaw je ocht like Dominie, — 
The mean, — the miser Dominie F 
On earth's braid green there's nocht bo mean 
Aa lang-le^'d Jock the Dominie 1 

The rattans rinnin' through the house, 

Like shadows, pass the Dominie ; 
And e'en the wee bit modest monae 

la atarrin' wT the Dominie, 
Oh, saw ye ocht like Dominie, — 

The lang an' lankj Dominie f 
Hia pow's aae bare, there's no' a hair 

To biel the louae on Dominie I 

By a' the powers an* sainta above, 
What think ye's come to Dominie T 

He's fa'en ont owre his luga in love 
Wi' Kiratie, haa the Dominie I 

Her een like stars, sae bumin' bricht, 
Hae set on fire the Dominie ; 
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A spark fell on his withered heart, 
An* maist consumed the Dominie I 

Oh, lave maks fools o* wisest men, 

But Nature made the Dominie ; 
I fear he*ll ne*er be richt again, 

In sic a plight is Dominie I 
Yet Jock's a man o* consequence,^- 

The parish clerk is Dominie ; 
Ae day, instead o* the response, 

'^ O Kirstie I ** sighed the Dominie. 

He taught the lass her A, B, G, 

To read an' write, did Dominie ; 
An* muckle mair, some people say— 

A libel sure on Dominie ! 
Whenever he by young Kirstie sat, 

How fidgin* fain was Dominie ; 
He licked his lips, as fain to kiss — 

O fie upon the Dominie I 

Lang years had rowed, — some sax or eight, — 

0*er Kirstie and the Dominie ; 
An* when she could nae langer wait, 

She ca*d a coof the Dominie ! 
O bonny, bonny Kirstie, take 

Some pity on the Dominie ; 
*Gin ye forsake, he*ll drown himsel*, — 

An* wha wad mourn the Dominie ? 

Oh, wae*s me on the Dominie, — 

The puir, forsaken Dominie> — 
Sin' Kir8tie*s wi* a packman gane, 

An* jilted Jock the Dominie I 

o 



TSB Doxzync 

" Fuevell to jc^, — ftmrell to mirth,— 
I^mwell to life," uglu Dominie ; 

" The onlj pleasure now on earth 
Ib tawing biinu," cries Dominie I 

" For God's Bake, mind the Dominie t 

A deevil'fl grown the Dominie ! 
I fear he'll hang himfiel' ere lang"— - 

Te needna fear the Dominie I 
Tet pity for the Dominie, — 

The pair demented Dominie ; 
The wad' wide faaa nocht beside 

Sae laadjaa the Dbniniel 



NATUEAL PHILOSOPHY. 

9EY, my boiuij wee lasaie, 
Bljrthe and cheerie wee lassie, 
I Will ye wed » csntie cule, 

Boimy, bounj wee lassie ? 

" I bae sheep an' I hae lye, 
I h&e wheat an' I hae rye. 
An' heaps of siller lass forbye, 
That ye shall spen* wi' me, lassie I 
Hey, my boauie wee lassie, 
Blythe and cheerie wee Uaiie, 
Will ye wed a cantie carle, 

BoMiy, bonny wee lassie t 

" Ye shall dress in damaskB fine, 
My gowd an' gear shall a' be thine. 
And I to ye be ever kind, 

Say, — will ye marry me, lassie ? 
Hey, my bonny wee lassie, 
Blythe and cheerie wee lassie, 
Ye taill wed a cantie carle I — 
Smiling bonny wee lassie ? " 
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** Gae hame, auld man^ an* dam jour hose, 
Fill up joxa lanky ddes wf brosei 
An' at ^e ingle wann jonr nose, 
Bnt come na courtin* me, carle« 
O ye dayering anld carles 
Silly, davering auld carle. 
The hawk an' doo shall pair, I trow, 
Before I pair wi* thee, carle ! 

** Yonr heart is cauld an* hard as stanes. 
Ye hae nae marrow in your banes. 
An' siller canna buy the brains 
That pleasure gies to me, carle I 
O ye tottering auld carle. 
Silly, claTering auld carle. 
The hound an* hare may seek ae lair, 
fiat 111 no sleep wi* thee, carle I 

" I winna share your gowd wi' ye. 
Your withering heart an' watery e*e ; 
In death Fd sooner shrouded be. 
Than wedded to ye, auld carle I 
O ye tottering auld carle I 
Silly, dftvering auld carle. 
When roses blaw on wreaths o' snaw ! 
Then I will bloom on thee, carle I 

** Gkie hame, auld man, an* dam your hose, 
Fill up your lanky sides wi' brose, 
An* at the inglt warm your nose. 
But come na courtin* me, carle. 
O ye clavering auld carle. 
Silly, clavering auld carle. 
The hawk an* doo will pair, I trow, 
Before I pair wi' thee, carle !'* 



THE TOCHER. 

I HAB na for your dochter, 

h lidea, Un', or ge^ ! 
L tise na for jour dochter, 

A tboiuand pounds n year ! 
But I can share, 'gin Bhe'U be mine, 
' A heart that's leal and true, 
An honest pride o' honest worth, 

' That princes canna boo 1 
A head to think, and bands t^i vori:. 

Are a' I promise ye : 
And they shall wori^ your docht^r's veal 
Until the hour I die." 

" Yon're wdcome to my dochter, 

Sae bonny, yonng, and fair, 
Ton're welcome to my dochter. 

Oh cherish her wi' care i 
And if she makes as gade a wife 

As mine has done to me, 
Tonr ibrtune ye will uerer me. 

But happy ever be ; 
For duty guides my dochter's heart, 

Wi' joy to you I gi»e her : 
The worthy choice a dochter makes, 

A parent ehouldna serer." 



*rHE SCOTTISH GATHERING. 



* HERE'ER dte Scote wander, auld 

Scotland b near them, 

Her glory to gladden — hez ttorj 

to cheer them, 
Though &r frae the hestheT, they 
gather thegither, 
An' lovinglj help a lees fortonate brither 1 

Sae, a health to the bamier that'i floating 

A health to the lutes who tenderlj love hb I 
A health to aald Scotland — glen, moontaiu, 

an' heather I 
Here's to the tartan plaid, bonnet, an' feather I 

The time has gane bj when tiie clans o' the Hielane 
Delighted in raids on the Lowlandera' shielans ; 
Nae strife is now found atween one an' the ither. 
But BtriTing wha maist can befrien' a ptdr brither. 

Sae, a health to tlie banner thiit'* floating 
above OB I 

A healtb to the lasses who tenderlj love us t 

A health to auld Scotland — glen, monntain, 
an' heather 1 

Here's to the tartan plaid, bonnet, an' feather 1 
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Nae man is exempted frae trials an* crosses, 
Nae man can escape firae life's troubles an* losses ; 
An* wha wad escape, when we gather thegither, 
The duty o* helping a heart-stricken brither ? 

Sae, a hesJth to the banner that*s floating 
above us I 

A health to the lasses that tenderly love us ! 

A health to auld Scotland — glen, mountain, 
an* heather ! 

Here's to the tartan plaid, bonnet, an* feather ! 

When sick or in sorrow, gae find them wi* nurses ; 
When poverty presses, out, out wi* your purses, 
As quickly as erst y^ were out wi* the claymore 
Defending pure honour I— 'Oh ! what can we say 
more? 
Then, a health to the banner that*s floating 

above us ! 
A health to the lasses who tenderly love us ! 
A health to auld Scotland — ^glen, mountain, 

an* heather I 
Here*s to the tartan plaid, bonnet, an* feather ! 

A health to the chief who is owre us presiding ; ^ 
May Truth, Love* an* Honour be wi* him abiding ; 
An* a* through his days *twill be joy to remember, 
His presence made simmer o* murky November. 
Sae, a health to the banner that's floating 

above him ! 
A health to the lass wha may tenderly love 

him! 
A health to auld Scotland — ^glen, moimtain, 

an' heather, 
Here*s to the tartan plaid, bonnet an' feather ! 

' Marquis of Bute* ^ 



" I DINWA KEN WHAT IS THE 
MATTER AVA." 

§DINNA ken wW ia the nutter ars, 
I cumA tell what ia the matter ava, 
FoF Bomehow or other Tve gotten a tluaw, 
O I canna think what is the matter aTB t 

" Ae nicht at the gloainIn\iThen herding the kye, 

The can^ joang laird o' DmmBbimioch came hj ; 

He kijaed me sae often, that ever sin sjne 

Tm Bure that mj aenses hae nererbeen minet 

I dinna ken what ia the matter ava, 

I canna tell what ij the matter ava, 

For somehow or odier I've gotten a thraw, 

I canna think what ia the matter ava I 

" Mj father am* mother an' aiatera an' a*, 
Maj kiss till thej'Te tired, it's like naething aya ; 
But aje when the lipa o' the laird gied a amack, 
Mj heart it waa touping as if it wad break! 

1 dinna ken what ia the matter ava, 
I canna tell what ia the matter ava, 

For somehow or other Tve gotten a tliraw, 
O I cann^ think what ia the matter aTa ! 
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'* My roupit auld grannie says giving a kiss 
To a callan is wrang, but I ken it is bliss ; 
There's muckle o' pleasure but naething o' pain, — 
Were he here at this moment Fd kiss him again ! 
I dinna ken what is the matter ava, 
I canna tell what is the matter ava, 
For somehow or other Fve gotten a thraw, 

I canna think what is the matter ava ! 

" Wr the kye i* thebjre, or the sheep on the hill, 
The laird like a shadow is haunting me still, 
An* e*en on my pillow, as dreamin* I lie, 
I think him aside me, I canna tell why ! 

1 dinna ken what is the matter ava, 
I canna tell what is the matter ava. 

For somehow or other IVe gotten a thraw , 

I canna think what is the matter aya ! 

^ Yestre^en my douce mither an* I were alane, 
I tauld her the story again an* again ; 
She laughingly answered, scarce able to stan*, 
* Te clavering hissie, ye*re wanting a manl ' 

1 dinna ken what is the matter ava, 
* I canna tell what is the matter ava, 

For somehow or other Fve gotten a thraw, 

I canna think what is the matter ava ! 

*' * Mind, lassie, whenever he*s wantin* a kiss. 
Your tongue maun say no^ though your e^es 

looking jfM/ 
*Gia ever he speaks about marriage ava, 
Look down to the groun*, wi* a sigh saying na ! * 

1 dinna ken what is the matter ava, 
I canna tell what is the matter ava. 

For somehow or other Tve gotten a thraw, 
O I canna think what is the matter ava ! 
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'« * Bemtiiftber, dear Jeanie, ye keep my advice ; 

He*ll lo*e ye the makt for denying him twice ; 

But venture nae farther, I pray you tak* tent, 

While hununin' an* ha*ing, be sure ye consent.* . 
I dinna ken what is the mattcar ava, 
I canna tell what is the matter ava. 
For somehow or other Tve gotten a thraw, 

I canna think what is the matter ava ! 

** The high in the warl* may do as they choose^ 
My heart it is honest, I canna refuse ; 
Forgetting the sin o*t, what gude can there be 
Saying no, when ye ken ye are tellin* a lie I 

1 dinna ken what is the matter ava, 
I canna tell what is the matter ava. 

For somehow or other Pve gotten a thraw, 
O I canna think what is the matter ava I 

<* My mother may talk as she likes about ' No,* 
Though the word were salvation I could na say so, 
*Gin Willie e*er speaks about marriage again^ 
Our auld Parish Priest shall make Jeanie his ain ! 
For noo I ken what is the matter an* a\ 
For noo I ken what is the matter an* a*, 
I want to get married to Willie that's a*. 
And naething beside is the matter ava I** 




■X^iTin;;^ 



« PRIDE MAUN LEARN TO FA' I 



)9 




HE lasses are snrelj gaen gyte, 
Sic maigrims come into their heads, 
An* mak* them sae sancj an* proud 
They wnnna e*en mak* their ain 
beds. 
The mither rins but an' rins ben ; 
The mither may muck the byre, 
But, save us, the dochters sae fine 
Do naething but whinge by the fire ! 
Och on I it*s a desperate, thing, 

I dree it will ruin us a*, 
An* sorrow on ilka ane bring ; 
But ** Pride maun learn to ftC ! ** 



There's Peggy and Jessy and Jean, 
An* clavering supple-backed Nell, 

By flowering o* kirtles for leddies, 
They think they are leddies themsel* ; 

Wi* feathers an' flounces an* fans, 

O wow I but they think they look braw. 
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And strat as despisiiig the gnin* ; 
But «« Pride maun learn to faM'' 
Ocb on ! it*s a desperate thing, 

I dree it will ruin us a', 
An' sorrow on ilka ane bring ; 
But '' Pride maun leam to fa*!** 



If cbancelj a caUan comes near, 

A lad o* their ain degree, 
They geek up their lieads wi* a sneer, 
" How daur ye be fashing wi* me ? ** 
Unless he*s a laird or a priest 

They winna look on him ava, 
Or a doctor or lawyer at least ; 
But *♦ Pride maun learn to &' ! - 

Och on I it*s a desperate thing, 

I dree it will ruin us a*, 
An* sorrow on ilka ane bring ; 
But '* Pride maun learn to fa* !** 



The time has been seen when a queen 

Wad step frae her throne, sae hie. 
To wed wi* a lad she could loe, 

Though come o* a nither degree. 
O sirs ! how the warl' is changed, 

There*8 naething but leddies ava, 
Sin* women they scorn to be ca*d ; 
But " Pride maun learn to fa' I ** 
Och on ! it*s a desperate thing, 

I dree it will ruin us a*. 
An* sorrow on ilka ane bring ; 
But ''Pride maun learn to fa* ! 



♦» 
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When roses bae fa*en frae the cheek, 

The lightnin* left the e*e, 
And shins growin* skinny an* weak, 
I trow she will then stoop a wee, 
For sooner than die an anld maid, 

Wha*s comforts are, trulj, but sma", 
She*ll e'en coup creels wi' a cadger — 
He*s better than naething ava I 

Och on ! il^s an excellent thing, 
An' should be a lesson to a*, 
That whether in cotter or king, 
*' Pride ^pride maun leam to fa* ! " 





MT JOHNNY. 

TTAR je teen my aold gude man, 
O hoe je seen my JohnnjF 

It's heaven to a woman's e'e 
To look on sic as Johnny I 

The daisies growiu' on the lea, 

Sae modestly an' bonny. 
How sweetly aye they smile on me, 

When I am wi' my Johnny ! 
In youth I buxom was an' brHw, 

Had wealthy wooers mony ; 

For honest lo'e I turned frae a'. 

An' buckled wT my Johnny I 

O hae ye seen my auld gude man, 

O hae ye seen my Johnny f 
It's heaven to a woman's e'e 
To look on sic as Johnny I 

Our baima like blossoms round a tree 

Hae grown about us thriving, 
'Twould glad your heart could ye but see 

How they for us are striving I 
As birpling down the hill o' life, 

What happiness it gies us, 
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To see our baimies, young an* auld, 
Sae ejdent strive to please us I 

O liae ye seen my auld gude man, 

O hae ye seen my Johnny ? 
If s heaven to a woman's e'e 
To look on sic as Johnny ! 

O mony a joyous nicht an* day 

Tve shared wi'^my auld crony; 
Come weal, come wae, O come what may — 

m ever bless my Johnny ! . 
His look sae kind, sae clear his mind, 

His brow sae high an* bonny ; 
Auld Nature vows she has na power 
To mak* another Johnny ! 

O hae ye seen my auld gude man, 

O hae ye seen my Johnny ? 
His loe is life an* mair to me, 
My life o* life is Johnny ! 




U, Jemi7 WM bconj an' blythsome u 

'Mang a' diiugt o' aUai« the fureat 

Her parents tbej fljted, because that 
she slighted 
Hie Laird wi' his Gune an* his titles sae hie. 

" Te gawkie, what gars ja gae lo'e that bit cellaa, 
When je, in jonr silkH an' joor sating sae braw, 

As lady o' Wkotham may ride in your csrrii^e, 
Wi'gowd in your coffers an' wealth in your ha'P" 

Thus spake her anld mither ; and next came htx 
father, 
In pride disappointed, oh, ai^ry was he I 
"The dochter wha weds 'gainst the will o' her 

On earth, e'en in heanen accursed shall be t " 

" I lo'e ye, my fethei^— I lo'e ye, my mither. 
My duty has ever been joors &ae my birth ; 

Bnt now it is Willie's, — if lo'eing Tiim dearly 
Be ainiuDg in Hbatxh, 'tis pleasant on earth. 
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*^ The laird may hae riches, an' title, an* splendour. 
An* lands stretching out monj miles frae the sea; 

But Tain are his riches, and vainer his grandeur, 
Compared wi* the kiss that my Willie can gie/* 
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Oh, fathers and mithers, in right o* their station. 
May preach an* beseech till the day that they 
dee; 

But lo'e it will creep in when parents are sleeping, 
An* bask in the beams o* a bonny bricht e*e. 

The nicht it was dreary, the auld folks were weary 
(But lo*e never doses, nor slumbers ava) { 

The lassie she fled to the arms o* her deary, 
And now she is Willie's in spite o* them a*. 




MY BAIBNIB. 

9u FAUT wad U7 me doun an' deep 

VS Wbere b' I love's reposing ; 

Be "j wakefli' e'en sad vigih keep, 

VP An' bnuger for their closing : 

I lo'e to hear the bird th&t aings 

Where day by day I wander ; 

A wee han' tugs at my heart stringai 

An' gently leads me yonder. 

Near Kirk o' Eeir we kept our tryst, 

There Rob an' I were married, — 
Oh'waes me I — there my first, my last, 

My wee, wee bairn I bnried. 
On that green grave [ learn to dote, 

It bauds my life's ae jewel ; 
Though I revere the ban' that smote, 

Oh, ance I diough it cmel 1 

H^ up the lift the laverock soars 
Like some kind spirit sent me, 

To link my lowly hopes an' fears, 
Wr joy« a wee while tent me. 
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When moomfh' winds awake the trees, 

I canna keep frae sighing; 
A wee voice floats alang the breeze, 

Like soul to soul replying. 

It is ! it is I my baimie*8 voice 

Sae sweet I but sad an* eerie ; 
For evermair it seems to say, 

" Come, mither ! how I weary I" 
Oh whisht, whisht, whisht, my wee, wee bairn! 

I feel, whatever betide me. 
Before the spring flowers bloom again 

ril lay me down beside thee. 




SONG. 




H, life it is dreary, 
How dreary to me I 
Of life I am weary 

When parted frae ye. 
Then say the word, lassie, 
And banish my pain ; 
Come, answer me, Jessie, 
Will ye be my ain f 

Death feeds on your silence. 

But why need I fear P 
Sin* the voice in your smile, 

An' the tongue in your tear. 
Are speakin' your feelings 

In language divine, — 
**Be faithAil, dear Robin, 

And Jessie is thine !" 

** Thus on your bonny brow, 

Thus on your cheek, 
I seal my devotion, 

For words are owre weak ; 
Through life wi* its changes, 

Dear Jessie, we'll prove 
How blest are the beings 

United by love I" 




THE PARTING. 




AREWEELI — ^ferewfeel, an' we 
maun part 
May-be to meet nae mair ; 
The cords yeVe bound around my 

heart, 
To rend I canna bear ; 
For,wi' my life ye're sae entwined 

By nature's first decree^ 
That only ye o' womankind 
Can soothe or gladden me. 

As licht is to the teeming earth,. 

As sweetness to the bee, 
As water to a parched tongue, 

Sae dearest ye*re to me ; 
Tour glancing e'en sae bonny blue 

Aye beam on me sae fair, 
That shone the stars in heaven sae bricht, 

rd aye be gazing there. 

The miser lo'es his hoarded gear. 

The warrior lo'es his fame, 
An' monarchs lo'e their proud estate,. 

But what care I for them ? 
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For wealth, nor fame, nor jewelled crown, 

Coold pleasure bring to me, 
Unless, sweet heart — my dearest part, 

Thej a' were shared wi' jre. 

MAB6ABET. 

1 

HE moon is shining, Margaret, 
Serenely bright above. 
And, like my dearest Margaret, 

Her every look is love I 
The trees are waving, Margaret, 
And bahny is the air ; 
Where flowers are breathing, Margaret, 
Come, let us wander there ! 

The gentle river, Margaret, 

Is murmuring low and deep ; 
'Tis Nature's music, Margaret, 

Singing the world to sleep. 
It's winding way, my Margaret, 

You ever love to see ; 
Come, come, my own dear Margaret, 

And wander there with me ! 

How proud am I, sweet Margaret, 

Thus wandering by thy side ; 
'Tis bliss to know, my Margaret, 

Thou soon wilt be my bride 1 
Yes ! there's a hand, dear Margaret, 

A heart it gives to thee ; 
When Heaven is false, my Margaret, 

Then I will faithless be I 



WILLIE. 

WAE ia me to part wi' ye I 

An' maun ;e cro88 the sea, Willie ? 
Gin it be sae, theo gang jom wa,j. 
An' HeBTCD smile on ;e, Willie. 
WiU ye think on me, WilUe, 
Aal think on ye, Willie? 
Baith akht an' day, where'er ye gae, 
Your sister'a heart's wi' je, Willie I 



Ob, swiftly sail the ship that bears 
Ye owre the foamy sea, Willie j 
May balmy gales yonr life renew, 
An' waft ye hiune to me, Willie ! 

Think ! oh think on me, Willie, 
As I think on ye, Willie: 
The joy, the bliss,— wha can express, 
When ye come hame to me, Willie 1 

If prayers can move the heart o' Lots, 
And Hb in smOea look dune, Willie, 

Though oceans wide our Uvea divide. 
We'll meet in bliss aboon, Willie. 
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Ye will think on me, Willie, 
As I think on je, Willie ; 
Baith nicht an* day, though far away^ 
Tonr fliflter'B hearths wi' ye, Willie. 





TO ISABEL. f 

I 

B, were I as I ance Hae been, 

An' ye as ye are now, . 

Pd fainly facdd ye in my arms, I 

An' Idss your bonny brow ! 
Fd kiss your bricht and bonny brow, 
An' drink life frae your een ; 
But, oh, this canna be, for now 

Fm no' as I hae been ! 

I 

Tour life is like the living sun, ' 

That gies life to the plain ; 
Though clouds awhile may dim his smile, 

He*ll brighter beam again. 
I wouldna be the cloud that comes 

Atween your love an' ye ; ^ 

Your life's sweet light — ^the light o' lo'e, ^ # 

Lo'e glentin' firae the e'e. 

Wi' brother's lo'e Fll lo'e ye still, 

Nor seek your heart to win ; 
For less to think, an' mair fa\S\, 

In me wad be a sin : 
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But thef e can be nae sin, sweet lasfi^ 

In prayin*, while awa*, 
That joys frae ye may never pass, 

But blessings on ye &* ! , 





THE DYING DAUGHTER. 

H, I am mico laith to gang 

An* leave this warl* sae bonnie ; 
Oh, I am unco laith to gang 

An* leave this warl* sae bonnie : 
It*s no* because the warl's &ir, 
Has flowers to love« an* vocal air, 
But *ti8 to leave my fi*ien*s sae rare, — 
And you my faithfu* mither. 

^ Nae mair shall Willie need your care, 

For he has ta*en anither • 

To share his joys — ^his grief to share, — 

May they be blest thegither ; 
Poor Meggie's weary, worn an' weak — 
Sad secret tears hae bleached her cheek, 
My bitter fears I danr na* speak ; 
Oh nurse her kindly, mither. 

** Ye'll lay me down where Ellen sleeps- 
There softest winds are sighing : 

For, O, Td like thatfrien'ly feet 
Should linger where Fm lying ; 
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1*11 maj be hear your gentle ttead 
As ye pass lightly o*er my head ; 
For, though Tm low amang the dead, 
1*11 ken your footfii*, ndther. 

" Now dinha weep — O, dinna grieve, 

My tender-hearted mither : 
Nor sob sae deep— I only leave 

This warl* to find anither ; 
Yestreen I thrice heard Ellen say, 
' Come, sister Lizzy, wherefore stay ? * 
Again she whispers, * Come away ! * " 
The soul has fled, an* clay is clay — 
Despairing weeps her mither I 




THE SHEPHERD'S PLAIDIE. 

IXNA fear, diim& feu, 

Dinna fear, mj bonny ladj ; 

' Diima fear, dinna fear, 

rU shield thee in mj shepherd's 

The howling windi may bndlj bUw, 
The arrowy eleet may fiercely fc'. 
My tnuty plaid will tarn thou a'. 

There's comfort in a shepherd's plaidie." 

" Na, na, na I — Nn, na, na I " 

Replied with haite tlie blnahing ladjr ; 

"Ka, na, oal — Na,iia, nal 

I winna come within yonr plaidie. 

I weel can thole the storm severe. 

But not the wounded spirit's tear i 

O smiling I can suffer here, 

But darena share yonr shepherd's plaidie.'' 

" Dinna fear, dinna fear, 

Dinna fear, my bonny lady ; 
Dinna fear, dinna fear. 

True hearts are fbnnd beneath the plaidie." 
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The sweUing storm in fary swept, 
The trembling lass for shelter crept. 
A marvel I she has never wept — 

A shepherd's wife, she loves the plaidie. 





THE BONNIE BIRD. 

H| where snared je that bonnie, 
bonnie bird. 
Oh, where wiled ye that winsome 
fairy? 
I fear'me it was where nae truth was 
heard. 
And far.frae the shrine o* the guid St; Mary ? 

I didna snare the bonnie, bonnie bird. 
Nor try ony wiles wi' the winsome fairy ;. 

But won her young heart where the angela heard, 
In the bowery glen o* Invercary I 

An' what want ye wi' sic a bonnie bird ? 

I fear me its plumes ye will ruffle sairly ; 
Or bring it low down to the lane kirkyard. 

Where blossoms o' grace are planted early ! 

As Hfe I love my bonme, bonnie bird. 
Its plumage I never will ruffle sairly ; 

To the day o' doom I will keep my word. 
An' cherish my bonnie. bird late an' early. 
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Oh» whence rings ont that merry, merrj peal ? 

The sang an* the laogh, thej are chorused 
rarely ; 
It is ! — it is the bonnie, bonnie bird, 

Wi' twa sma' ▼oiqes a' piping early. 

For, he didna snare the bonnie, bonnie bird. 
Nor did he beguUe the winsome fairy ; 

He had made her his ain^ where the angels 
heard, 
At the holy shrine o' the blest St. Macy. 




O STAT WX* ME NOW, LASSIE. 

STAY wi'me now, lassie, stay wi' me 

now; 
O stay wi' me now, an' believe me ; 
That this heart sae fain an* true, 
Shall be ever leal to you, 
O dinna dinna think 1*11 deceive thee. 

O how can.you dare, laddie, how can you dare ; 

O how can you dare to come near me ? 
When down in yonder glen. 
Lives the kindest o* auM men, 
Wha has routh o' gear fm* Ian for to cheer me. 

' One verse is old, -by whom written I know not. 
The other two were written for a friend. The air is 
very beautifuL 
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O how can ye gang, lassie, how can je gang, 
O how can ye gang sae to grieve me ? 

Wi' your beaaty»an* yonr art. 

Ye hae broken my heart, 
O* I never never thought ye would leave me. 



^^^^ 




KATE. 

H, bonnie wee Kate 
Sae blythe and blate, 
When will she promise to be my mate ; 
When will she come 
To gladden my home. 
And make what is mine her ain, O ? 
Through bonny Dalveen 
I gaed yestreen, — 

My guiding stars were her glancing e*en ; 
If waiting for me 
By the hawthorn tree, 

O why should I plead in vain, P 

Adown the gill, 

Down by the mill. 

Over the brow of the thorny hill, 

We wandered late, 

And I whispered, '* Kate, 
How weary is life alane, ! 



O Kate, be mine, 

And a light di-vine, 

Will ever along our pathwaj shine !" 

Her hand I pressed. 

And her lips confessed 

Next Summer she'd be mjr ain, O ! 

Nae birds in bowen, 
Nae bees in flowers, 
Ken h&If thepleasnre that oow is ours 

.'Tis all delight 

JiVom mom till night. 

And life haa nerer a pain, O I 
My joy, my pride, 
My bonnie wee bride, 
Ih Katie, the flower o' Carron side ; 

Woids-canna reveal 

The bliss I feel 

Sin Katie in all my un, O ! 



THE COVENANTEES. 

A IIITHSDA1.B OAI.I.AD. 

r ITH8DALE men, jour unewg brace, 
Sword; and apear and gun have 

Meet the King-hotinds &ce to face, 
Ejes and ears alert and ateadj ! 
I>nnBCore — CIOBebnm — Tynroo — Keir I 
Crichope, Scaur, and Cairon Water I 
Wild, heroic Durrisdecr ! — 

To antu I to aruiB 1 prepare for shuighter. 
For the Faith our fathers fought, 

MartTTed spIritB will befriend ub I 

Tjrants shall he brought to nought ! 

" God of Liberty, defend na ! " 



Gome from glen and craggy ateep, 
MountuQS green and Ulls of heather ! 

Sacred aye the watchword keep. 

Serried close, we'll march together ! 
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See ! they come adown the glen ; 

Banners waving, bugles blowing ! 
Meet them, beat them, man to man— 
To all but Lag^ our mercy showing. 
For the Faith our Withers fought 

Martyred spirits will befriend us ! 
Tyrants shall be brought to nought 
« God of Liberty, defend us T 



Mark the onset ; foot to foot, 

Plumed crest with bonnet blending, 
Charge on charge, with shout on shout, 

Prayers and curses wild ascending ! 
Charge again ! they waver — ^wheel ! 

Hurrah ! the Red Dragoons are flying. 
Follow ! Follow ! God be praised — 
Tend we now the dead and dying ; 
For the Faith our fathers fought 

Martyred spirits have befriended ! 
Tyrant councib brought to nought ! 
" God of Liberty defended I " 

Out-manoBuvred — simple saint ! 

Look ! the Blood-Hounds are returning ; 
Lag*8 retreat was but a feint — 

On he comes for vengeance burning. 
"Fly I all fly !" and how they fled— 

Is shown by hill and mountain passes — 



* Grierson of Lag, whose relentless persecution of 
the Covenanters made his name infamous : and even to 
this day, it is abhorred by the peasantry of Domfries- 
shire. 
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Hallowed cairns rise o*er the dead I 
Where green for evermore the grass is ! 
For the Faith they fought and fell — 

Fell, but won immortal glory ! 
Seed then planted flourished well. 
And deathless lives in Scottish story. 



1877. 




SANDY'S COMING. 

ANDY'S coming — Sandy's coming ; 
Sandy soon will be at hame : 
Bonnie birds the news are humming, 
Echoes sound wP Sandy's name ! 



Sandy's been where teeth are pearly, 

Ebon black the polished skin, 
Raven hair so crisp an' curly, 
But their hearts are soft within. 
Sandy's coming — Sandy's coming ; 

Sandy soon will be at hame : 
Bonnie birds the news are humming,. 
Echoes sound wi' Sandy's name I 

Sandy's hunted boundless prairies, 

Countless miles ayont the sea ; 
He returns to sweet Glenairlies, 
An' he comes to wed wi' me. 

Sandy's coming — Sandy's coming ; 

Sandy soon will be at hame : 
Bonnie birds the news are humming, 
Echoes sound wi' Sandy's name I 
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Deck the porch wi' broon an' heather, 

On the lintels wreathe his name ! 
Berries red an' leaves thegether, 
Let him see he's welcome hame ! 
Sandy's coming — Sandy's coming ; 

Sandy soon will be at hame : 
Bonnie birds the news are humming, 
Echoes sound wi' Sandy's name I 

Ilka thing wi* love is blending, 

On the hearth the cricket springs ! 
Cakes afore the fire are bending, 
On the hob the kettle sings ! 

Sandy's coming — Sandy's coming ; 

Sandy soon will be at hame : 
Bonnie birds the news are humming^ 
Echoes sound wi' Sandy's name. 

Hark ! the merry bells are telling 

Sandy's noo upon the green ; 
Oh my heart, restrain your swelling, 
Half your joy maun no be seen I 
Sandy's coming — Sandy's coming ; 

Sandy soon will be at hame : 
Bonnie birds the news are humming, 
Echoes sound wi' Sandy's name I 

Sandy's come ! Oh, joyous meeting, 

Sandy's foot is on the stair — 
Steek the door on lovers' greeting — 
Sandy's hame for evermair. 
Sandy is nae mair a coming, 

Sandy's noo content at hame I 
Earth an' air his praises siunming I 
Swell the chorus, Sandy's hame t 



THE HIZZIES. 



HET for the hizziea sae bonny, 
I'll lo'e them as lang as I can ; 
I O bej for the Lizzies sae boiinj. 
The pride and the comfort o' mar 

Haring wuidered this warl' ; the feck o't, 

This truth I am bound to declare. 
Where womankiDd nuiat is respeJcet, 

That nation ia freest &*e care ; 
Thej are vnlfu' and vain and hae failingB, 

As a* things created maun hae ; 

But whaut <rud be man and his ailings, 

Were womankind banished awaj. 

hey for the hizziee sae bonny, 
m lo'e them as lang as I caiij 
O hey for the hizaies sae bounj. 
The pride an' the comfort o' man. 

There are linty, an' raven, an' red, 
Wi' sunny glint aubnm an' broun. 

Sleek braided or iHzzed on the head, 
Or pinnacled high on the croun ; 
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But whether bninettj or fair, 

Wi* figures, plump, rounded, or slim. 
Had Adam lived now I could swear 
Eve waud hae been jealous o* him. 
O hej for the hizzies sae bonnj, 
rU lo*e them as lang as I can ; 
O hey for the hizzies sae bonnj, 
The pride an* the comfort o* man. 

Yestreen as I gaed to Drumslacket, 

I thought for my cousin Td speer — 
" Gin a kiss ye maun hae come an* tak* it, 

But no by that winnock so clear : 
Hae dune wi* your daffin, Frank cousin — 

I offered ye ane, but instead 
I am sure ye hae taken a dozen — 
A tee totum spins in my head.** 

O hey for the hizzies sae bonny, 

ril lo*e them as lang as I can ; 
O hey for the hizzies sae bonny, 
The pride an* the comfort o* man. 

O little thocht I that her mither, 

Was keeking ahint the ha* door, 
Her voice put us baith in a swither, 

I felt as rd sink through the floor : 
'*It*s only our cousin frae Seaham,** 
The quick witted hizzie replied ; 
*^ Your answer, dear mither, come gie him, 
He*s wanting to mak me his bride.** 
O hey for the hizzies sae bonny, 
rU lo*e them as lang as I can ; 
O hey for the hizzies sae bonny. 
The pride an* the comfort o* man. 
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Gude lord, what a lie she was telling, 

But how could I saj it was wrang, 

I kenned she'd a bonny wee dwelling, 

An* maybe she'd lo'e me ere lang ; 

An' sae wi' a kiss I was hooket — 

Wha kens but my pleasures will double - 
An' if as grey mare- she is booket 
'Twill save me a hantle o' trouble I 
O hey for mt hizzie sae bonny, 
ril lo*e her as weel as I can ; 
O hey for the hizzies are bonny, 
The pride an' subduer o' man. 

1868. 




MY AIN WIPE. 

KEN ye nc* m? wn wtfe, 

Site cbeeiy, yoaag, an' free ; 
3 saw ye ne'er my ain wife, 

She's mair than gowd to me ; 
Sae boony, thri%, neat, an' kind, 
Sae fii' o' senee an' glee ; 

wha kens no' my am wife, 
Kens no' what wivea shonld be I 

Sae patient, losing, blythe an' true, 

At least she's sae to me ! 
O, I wadna gie mj ain wife 

For ony wife I see ! 

Our hame, it is a cosey hame, 

Our garden is na sma' ; 
My wife amang her blossoms, blooms 

The sweetest o' them a'. 
The rose an' lily on her cheeks 

Arc mingled baith sae fair, 

1 aften think the blushing things 

Hae found their beauty there ; 

But she's mair sweet than sweetest flower, 

At least she's sae to me — 
O, I wadna gie my ain wife 

For ony wife I see ! 



23i MY AIN WIFE. 

The mavis on the sjcamore, 

The Untie on the spray, 
The layerock quivering up the sky, 

Sings sweet at break o* day. 
O' ilka bird that ever sang 
On tree or joyous wing, 
Wad cease its sweetest happy strain 
To hear my wifie sing ; 

Sae fd* 0* feeling is her voice, 
* At least its sae to me, 
O, I wadna gie my ain wife 
For ony wife I see I 

1870. 




COMMEMORATIVE SONG. 

COME, my wifie, come awa', 
And leave the Sabel toun : 
' We'll gather flowers by Craigieha', 
Where Ahnond tiumaeU doim — 
Where Almond tummek doun, niy 

And birdies frae the tree 

Awake tie echoes o" the grove, 

That tell o' love an' th«e I 

O listen I now the water singB 

A sung o' peace an' war. 
As gliding where the ivy clings. 

Or dashing owre a scaur ! 
It tells how Scotia'a poet king 

Defended was frae harm, 
Ab now your heart, my bonnie thing. 

Is shdtered by my arm ! 

dajB, an' weeks, an' years may glide 
Adonn life's troubled Btream, 

Some glints o' joy will still abide. 
Like mem'ries of a dream — 
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A dream foretelling happy days, 
O love I wi' fancy free ; 

m think of Almond's woody ways, 
O' Cramond glen, and thee. 



I87I. 
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•WHAT'S HER NAME? 

S it Aggy, or Agnes, or Nancy, or Nan ? 
I heed not the name though I own that 
aspeU 
Is found in her presence — ^and envy the 
m^n 
Whose fortunate fate is beside her to dwell. 



*Tis long, long ago since I watched her one mom. 
As she sat by her window overshadowed with 
care; 
She thought of the absent, so lonely and lorn, 
And played with the braid of her glossy brown 
hair. 



A single hair chosen, with twisting and twirl 
Around her fair finger a ring with it made, 

Repeating the action, we envied the curl, 
But pitied the speck on her beautiful head ! 
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Though years have flown o'er her, and changes 
have come, 

Her smiles and her dimples and roses remain; 
'Tis sweet to behold her so joyous at home, 

Beloved by her friends, and so loving again ! 

1873. 





WAE^S MY LIFE. 

H I wae's my life and sad my heart. 
The salt tears fill my eyes, Willie ; 
"No hope can bloom this side the 
tomb. 

My songs are changed to sighs, 
Willie. 
Of world's wealth I could tiot boast. 
But now Tm poor indeed, Willie ; 
The last fond hope I leant upon 
Has failed me in my need, Willie. 

For wealth or fame thou'st left thy Jane, 

Forgot thy plighted vow, Willie ; 
Can honours proud dispel the cloud 

That darkens on thy brow, Willie ? 
Oh, was I then a thing so mean. 

For nought but beauty prized, Willie ! 
Caressed one day, then cast away, 

A faded flower despised, Willie. 
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Since love has fled, now hope is dead. 

Soon this poor heart will break, Willie ; 
As dear as life, oh, guard thy wife I 

rU love her for thy sake, Willie. 
Through my despair, a fervent prayer 

Will rise for her and thee, Willie ; 
That thou raay'st prove to her in love 

More faithful than to me, Willie ! 

1852. 

NANNIE BELL. 

A SONG. 



LL luck to the time I hae tarried, 
111 luck to the days that are gane ; 
The lasses are a* getting married, 
An* I am left cheerless alane. 



O' bonnie anes mony I've seen, 

Wr tresses as black as the craw ; 
Bewitching the glint o* their een, 
An' lips red an' ripe as a haw. 
Bewildered my days hae been spent, 
I couldna wale ane frae the ither ; 
Alane I could say what I meant. 

But was dazed when I met them thegither. 
Ill luck on the time I hae tarried, 

111 luck on the days that are gane ; 
The lasses are a* getting married, 
An' I maun sit waesome alane. 
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There was kinny-mou'd Kate o' the hill, 

Wr a neck like the eider-down saft, 
I counted her mine, — but a chill 

Cam owre me ae nicht when she laughed, 
An* ca*4 me the ancient o* dajs ; 

She thought me as auld as her mither I 
Confessed she was proud o* mj praise. 
But pointed to Matty M'Swidier. 

HI luck on the days I hae tarried, 

HI luck on the days that are gane ; 
The lasses are a* getting married. 
An* I maun sit cringing alane ! 



There's Aggy, the lass without taint, 

Nae snaw on the riggin was clearer ; 
She looket sae muckle the saint 

That the evil one daur*d na come near her. 
As modest, meek, shy as a dove, 

Sae jimpy, sae neat, an* sae snoddy I 
Yet spumed she my heart for the sake 
O* a* short-necket minister body. 

HI luck on the time I hae tarried, 

111 luck on the days that are gane ; 
The lassies are a* getting married. 
An* I maun sit sighing alane. 



But whist ! an* a secret 111 tell ! 

When musing ae nicht in my chamour. 
That hazel e*ed widow, Nav Bsll, 

Cast owre me — O siccan a glamour. 
She looket— I looket I She smiled — 

I smiled ! But 1*11 no be confessing. 



288 NANNIE BELL. 

She clung to my breast like a child ! 
An* tbe minister gied ns his blessing. 

Oh, gude Inck on the time I hae tarried. 
Glide luck on the days that are gane, 
Sin sweet Nannix Bell I hae married,— 
Oh sweet Nannie Bell is my ain I 

1868. 




SONG. 

STEEK the door, my bonnie lass, 
And sit ye doun beside me ; 

I feel when near my bonnie lass 
Nae evil can betide me. 



Some happy years hae come and gaen 

Sin* ye were bound to me, lass ; 
O wedded life is liberty, 

*Twere bondage to be free, lass. 

O, steek the door, my bonnie lass, 

And sit ye doun beside me ; 
I feel when near my bonnie lass 
Nae evil can betide me. 

Nae sordid passion hoarding gear 

Nae mean or miser part, lass, 
Nae sterilizing atmosphere, 
To shrivel up the heart, lass. 

O, steek the door, my bonnie lass. 

And sit ye doun beside me ; 
I feel when near my bonnie lass 
Nae evil can betide me. 
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Yestreen the storm blew fierce and loud, 

We trembled for our borne, lass, 
But morning broke without a cloud, 
Fortelling joys to come, lass. 

O, steek the door, my bonnie lass, 

And sit ye doun beside me ; 
I feel when near my bonnie lass 
Nae evil can betide me. 

Should troubles come, or man oppress, 
. To fret the heart wi* care, lass. 
To feel your hand my hand caress 
Will drive away despair, lass. 

Sae steek the door, my bonny lass, 

And sit ye down to cheer me, 
I feel when near my bonnie lass 
Nae trouble can come near me. 

1866. 




DlimA HIRNBK MB. 

JOHN, bat je'te an nnco plf^ue, 

An' winna bide awa' ; 
' At nulkiOB, bsiA at nicht an' mom, 

I get nae peace sva. 
Hae dnne wi ye're dftffin, John, 

Thougli unco nice it be ; 
Hae dune wi' ye're daffin, Jolrn, 

Ye sairiie binner me. 

The kail ia boilin' owre the pat — 

There's tirlin* at the yett ! 
The milk it cruddles, when ye're near 
The butter winna set ; 

O tak awa' your ban', John, 
An' lettin' mine be free I 
O, tak' awa' your ban, John, 
An' dinna hinner me I 

Gae bund your collie at the atirks, 
They're doun amang the com ; 
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An' ^ my minnie catches me, 
m liear o' it the mom ! 

Sae tak awa your lips, John, . 

An' patient bide awee ; 
O, tak awa your lips,' John, 
An' let a lassie be ! 

In winter, when the sheep are fauled. 

The kye within the byre,' 
And when the minister has been, 
Ye'se hae your heart's desire : 

Ye'll hae your heart's desire, John, 

An' sae will I in thee ; 
When ance the twain are ane, John, 
We need na hinriert be ! 

1875. 




I WILL LIPPEN THEE, LASSIE. 



I will lippen thee, lasaie, 

I will lippen thee ! 
O, I will lippen thee, lassie, 
For ye lippen roe ! 

What mfttters gin your father's dour. 

When, Jessie, thon irt fain ! 
What matters gin yonr minnie's sour, 
Kn', luaie, tiou'rt mj ain ! 

0, 1 will lippen thee, lassie, 

I will lippen thee ! 
O, I will lippen tliee, lassie, 
For ye lippen me 1 

did the anid anes ever love, 
An' do as lovers do f 

1 trow me no, for gin the; had 

Mwr feeling the; wad shew. 

O, I will lippen thee, lassie, 

I will lippen thee ! 
O, I will lippen thee, lassie. 

For je lippen me I 
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To think true love ehould only prove 

A feather in the air, 
An* rowth o' land assent command, 
Mak*s worthy men despair ! 

But I will lippen thee, lassie, 

I will lippen thee ! 
But I will lippen thee, lassie. 
For ye lippen me I 

In Edintown some pawky loon 

Entangled in your smile, 
May, like a man, do all he can 
Your heart frae me to wile. 

But I will lippen thee, lassie, 

I will lippen thee I 
But I will lippen thee, lassie, 
For ye lippen me ! 

Fareweel a while — we*ll meet in Kyle, 

Whatever some may say ; 
Our love sincere will keep us near, 
Though thou art far away. 

Sae I will lippen thee, lassie, 

. I will lippen thee ! 
Sae I will lippen thee, lassie, 
For ye lippen me! 

Thy countless charms within my arms 

I fauld wi* kisses sweet ; 
Twa waiting years o* hopes an* fears 
Our triumph makes complete. 

*Twas weel I lippened thee, lassie, 

Jessie bricht an* free ; 
I ever lippened thee, lassie, 
For ye lippened me. 
1875. 




ISA. 

H t it's boDiiie, bounie Isa, 

Whose hair is like the craw. 

Her e'e the duakj violet, 
Her neck the drifted snaw : 

By hiUs an' howea where Annan 



Are lasses bricht an' braw, 
But mj boTUiie, bounie Isa 
la the flower ttmang them a'. 

I lo'ed her iu the sammer time. 

When sweet the laverock sang ; 
And mair an' mair in winter prime, 

When nichta were dark and lang : 
But oh, I lo'ed her maist o' a' 

When, nestlin" nesJ- tae me, 
She pined awa — owre plwn I saw 

Mj bonnie bairn wad dee. 

She took m; bans atween her ain, 
An' held them tae her breast, 

An' wi' her slender fingers, mine 
Sae tenderly caressed; 
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Then lookin' up sae lovingly, 

Wliile tears cam' rinnin' doon, 
Said, « WiUie !— Willie, think o' me ! 

ril be in heaven soon." 

But while she spak' a stranger cam' — 

(Then melted was the snaw) — 
Said, '* Isa will arise again, 

An' be a joy tae a'." 
An' in the spring our Isa rose. 

Slipped aff her weary pain ; 
An' smilin* bricht as simmer light, 

She's brocht us joy again ! 

1870. 




ON RECEIVING A BUNCH OP VIOLETS, 
CHRISTMAS, 1S69. 

i HE froBt hod fettered stream and Uke, 
The ailent anow feU flake on flake, 
_,^ ThoughwoldandfieldwereallunHeen, 

^^ ,^F WeknewthegraaawM growing green. 

Low fell the drooping curtain cloud, 
And veiled the sky as with a shroad ; 
Tet &r beyond — we knew the light 
Of Glory shone, with radiance bright I 

When, chilled with cold, and fingers numb, 
I saw the welcome missive come ; 
The hidden flowers sweet odours bring, 
To tell me somewhere breathes the spring. 

In every trusting heart is found 
Some little patch of sacred ground. 
Where flowers of Faith and Hope have room 
To spread and shed a sweet perfume. 



GLEN VALENTINE.' 

* 0MB, bonnie lassie — c«me awaj ! 
, In shady woods we'll spend the daj, 
And in the evening alowl; stray 
To beautiful Glen Valentine. 
When lambkins bleat along the hill. 
And evening dews their sweets distil. 
We'll every sense with rapture fill 
In beautiful Glen Valentine. 

' This secluded and beantlFia] glen may be found 
among the gnasj hills of Upper Nichsdale. The 
pedestrian fivim Thornbill to LendhLlts, passing up 
Canron Water, will arrive at Dalicen House, anacross 
the ridge of hill immedialelj behind (hat pleasant re- 
udence. Having descended into the bottom of the glen, 
and beginning to ascend towards Leodhills, be will 
come, on the right hand, lo a glen which meets Olen 
Knterhin at nearly right angles. This is Olen Valen- 
tine, which winds round the base of the beanti&lhillg. 
So silent is it, that beyond H one might fancy he could 
find the Foimtain of Eternal Silence. Near the foot 
. of the glen is a scanr, most pictnresqne and wondsr- 
fully tinted : all shades of yellow and violet, up to the 
deepest red, may be seen there ; and there stand 
Bondry rocks, like monuments of the past, protesting 

Xinst the bloody wars, to which tradition ascribes the 
ring colonra referred to. 
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Whoe'er goes there, by day or night, 
By sunshine or by starry light, 
There ever beams a radiance bright 

In beautiful Glen Valentine, 
There rises high the tinted scaur, 
Bloodstained in time of Clavers' war ; 
Its hues remain, though strife afar 

Is banished from Glen Yaleutiue. 

The Clyde may boast its Cora Linn ; 
The Nith its tawny foam and din ; 
The neighbonring glen its Enterkin ; 

Give me serene Glen Valentine. 
High o'er my head the curlew calls, 
Where mountains rise like grassy walls ; 
Beiside me sing the waterfalls 

Of beautiful Glen Valentine. 

And here, to cheer me, dawns a smile. 
And swells a bosom free from guile— 
A hand within my hand the while - 

• Makes beautifrd Glen Valentine. 
Whilst Lowthers lifts its lofty brow, 
Dalreen spreads green its bonny, knowe, 
ril sacred keep the solemn vow 

First breathed in sweet Glen Valentine. 

•1869.- 





TO MY MOTHER, 

t EICHTT-THIN) IBAB OT AOB, 

HAPPY new yew I my Mother; 

A happy and healthy new year I 
Many years hare flown over us, 
, Mother, 

Since Kew Teu'a day found me 

Though many. 8 change has come, Mother ; 

^For thankfulDessTT-howmnch room! 
Though half of the joy of yonr life, Mother, 
Lies loir in the' silent tomb. 

It'is flirty, ye^s aiid;more, Mother, — 

. The time I renieiaber .well ; 
'Tlie froat. was .hard in the vale, Mother, . 
the" snow Jay deep on the fell r 

'ThedriAdrt)xe:higb'o'er.the hill, Mother, 
' And ships were, wrecked: in the bay ; . 
' And!catde, and sheep, and men. Mother, — 
Were lost on that sorrowful day. 
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When the wild winds ceased to wail, Mother, 
And neighbours in sympathy met, 

To speak of the touching tale, Mother, — 
A tale I can never forget ; 

The Minister in the Kirk, Mother, 
Wept sore when he tried to bless ; 

But, oh, how he fervently prayed, Mother, 
For widowed and fatherless I 

The time has long passed and gone, Mother, 
Like a stone dropped into the sea, 

But low in the core of my heart. Mother, 
*Tis written, and present with me ! 

Then — ^then, like the raven's wing, Mother, 

My hair was black ; — ^but now, 
Time's wintry frost and rime. Mother, 

Lie white upon cheek and brow. 

*Tis a wearisome life at best. Mother, 

But lessons of love and truth 
Are seldom forgotten in age, Mother, 

When properly taught in youth. 

So tutored we welcome death, Mother, 

And lovingly go to rest 
On the balmy bosom of earth. Mother, 

As a bird returns to its nest. 

And now I must off and away, Mother ; 

Isk going I can but pray 
God's blessing may rest on your head. Mother, 

This beautifol New Year's day. 
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IN MBMOEIAM. 




EN years ago, in summer time, 

In peace we gently laid him, 
Where chestnut, oai, and beech 
combine 
Their woven boughs to shade him. 

To shade, not him, but what remained: 

The soul, the body spuming. 
Had flown away to realms of day. 

Dust waiting its returning. 

And now the sere leaves, fading, fall, 

In every tread we feel them 
To crunching break, as if they*d speak. 

Where eddying breezes wheel them. 

The sun showers heat from azure skies, 
No cloud flings darkness o*er us. 

The only shadow darkling near 
Comes from the bier before us. 

Deep, deep in earth a father lies ! — 

Two sisters and a brother 
Bepose on either side,-^and now 

We gently lay a mother ! 
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^Tis well ; for fifty years or more 
Thej fought lifers fight together, 

And shared its perils, griefs, and joys^ 
Its rough, its peaceful weather. 

One aim in life, one hope in death, 
Was year by year unfolding — 

Then came decay, they pass away. 
One grave their dust is holding I 

No higher aim than honest &me— 
Their trust, the Gospel story ; 

They gently fell asleep in faith, 
To wake again in glory I 

1870. 




THB.BaUISED FLOWBE. 

9 HE stripping wind blew howling past, 

And quivering, from tbe poplars tall 

) The whirling leaves fell thick and fast. 

And eddjingflewto hedge andwall 

For Tefiige ere the rain should foil. 

The drenching rain came down apace, 
Down came ^e stinging arrowj ^eet ; 

When Susan, with a streamiDg face. 
With tattered gown, and naked feet, 
Came shivering stowlj up the street ; 

Came battling with the driving rain. 
With burning brow and bosom bare — 

Shelter waa proffered — pressed — 'twas vain — 
While Bpoming back her matted bair 
She cried, " What shelters from despair ?" 

She heedless passed her birthplace by. 

And staggering, crept the old church round ; 

Then lingering, fixed her wandering eje 
A moment on a little moimd — 
A baby's grave — sad verdict — "drowned !" 
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A traitorous tongae with flattery wooed 
And won her heart — then stole her dower, 

Her honey -dew of maidenhood : 
In pain — ^in her extremest hotu>^ 
He flung away the bruised flower ! 

The tempest ceased, the mom arose — 
Men rose to glean late autumn sheaves ; 

And where the whispering poplar grows, 
And pkintiye wmd perpetual grieves, 
Half-buried by the withering leaves. 

Lay one released from scorn — ^irom strife ; 

Her cold hand clenched this scroll, which 
saith, — 
" O Gk>d I forgive him in his life 

As I forgive him in my death ; 

And, oh I forgive my sinning faith/* 

RETSIBUTIVB. 

On last year*s graves the grass is green. 
And marriage-beUB are gafly ringing- 

A courtly kmght has bridegroom been. 
And aJl the world his praise is singing, — 
But dose-^how close the bride is clinging ! 

White as the snowy wreath she wears — 
Her breathing quick, her step unsteady : 

Haste, haste — she faints ! what anguish tears 
His soul P Too late— too late ! already 
On Susan's grave lies dead his lady ! 



OTiiB THE HILIiS. 

VER the bills the wintay wind 

Blew wildl J, fiercely acreonmig ; 
' AdOTrntheglenruBhedtawDjfloodB, 
The tempest rocked the Closefaum 
woods, 

Where \aj the cushats dreaming : 
And dreamuig, too, a maiden la;, 
A maiden lovely as the daj. 
And sweet as is the scented Ma;, 
Lay Hebe fondly dreaming. 



Over the hills the spring winds came, 

SofUy, gently blowing ; 
Adown the glen the glancing rills 
Came dancing from the Closebum hills, 

In sweetest cadence flowing : 
And down the glen a gallant came. 
Who woke to liie love's latent flame, 
New life awakened by a name 

That came like music flowing. 
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m 

Over the hills the summer breeze 

Came with odours laden ; 
Odours wafted from the trees, 
Where sing the happy summer bees, 

And happj made the maiden : 
For with it came sweet orange flowers, 
So wisely prized in lady bowers ; 
Oh, Hebe is no longer otirs, 
For married is the maiden ! 

1862. 




THE MAID OF ALTON VALE. 

MU) the rocky sylvan scene 

Where murmuring Churnet flows. 
With many a curve through mea- 
dows green, 
*Neath clifls with beetling brows, 
Toung Bertha, like a flower of spring 

Unfolding, pleased the eye ; 
Her voice coidd cheer like sweetest song, 
' Or melt like summer*s sigh. 

As seasons flew, the maiden grew 

So wonderfully fair, 
That many a loving youth was drawn 

To watch and wander there. 
But there was one of lordly state, 

Who prayed he might prevail, 
And win to grace his sisterhood 

The maid of Alton Vale. 
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With wily speech and hofy zeal. 

And dazzling promise blent, 
Bewildered Bertha trembling gave 

A whbpering, slow consent. 
Soon, soon the roses on her cheeks 

Were changed for lilies pale. 
And many a pitying heart bemoaned 

The maid of Alton Yale. 

For saintly vows the Abbess thought 

The novice inly pined, 
Nor dreamt that Bertha*s beating heart 

To other vows inclined. — 
The rock was steep, the turret high, 

Tet love found means to scale : 
By Harry*s side she blooms a bride. 

And still in Alton Yale. 

1856. 
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I HE Temal blossoms, bnddiug teir, 

^ Were not so fur as Msiy ; 

^ The sweetest soands thbt charm the 

Were far excelled by Mary. 
Her looks awoke the poet's gtrain ; 
He looked, admired, and looked agUD : 
The wisdom beamiag from her bnun 
Made sages yield to Mary t 

The summer breathmg odours sweet 

Were ever sweet to Mary, 
And Autumn made her joy complete ; 

So happy then was Mary ! 
Toung Love was cherighed in her breasl ; 
Her lover's wishes all confessed. 
Within his arms supremely blessed, 

Most blessed of maids was Mary ! 

But winter's chilling blasts have come. 

And wint«r'B come to Mary ; 
Black desolation marks the home 

Of once the blithesome Mary I 
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All weary now she sits alone ; 
Friends dearest — ^kindred — ^all are gone ; 
The sleepless night-wind's plaintive moan 
Companion is of Mary ! 



c^&^ejo 



THE PIPING SHEPHERD BOY. 




mSCBIBBD TO JBITNT L . 

^E musing wandered by the streams 
That glide through grassy 
vales, 
Between the mountains high 
and green 
Of ever-pleasant Wales ; 
And, listening, heard such music flow 

As filled the ear with joy ! 
Instinctively we praised the cause — 
A piping shepherd boy I 

The strain in softest cadence told 

A tender tale of love, 
More sweet than song of nightingale, 

Or linnet in the grove ; 
Rock, stream, and lake their echoes wake 

And waver o*er the plain — 
Its tremlous movements swell the heart, 

And linger in the brain. 



SSO THE PIPIlfe BHEPHSBD BOY. 

It dunged 1 and then ita thrilling toies 

Made Tibrate chorda of Ere, 
To nnue the patriotic aool. 

And daring deeds inspire I 
We seemed to hear the measured tread 

Of tnXipB of marching men ; 
With fife and drum, thej bannered come 

Id triumph throngh the glen t 

Another change! How sweet andstnuigel 

We feel our cheeks grow pale ; 
Great tears arise end dim onr ejea, 

The march becomes a wail 
Of deepest grief for maid or cfaie^ 

Then, &ding with the day, 
Far np ttie hill, where mists are chiQ, 

The music dies ttwmj. 
187G. 



A POET'S WIFE. 

9E slept wlien fever had racked his brain. 
And wildering visioiis alarmed hia 

^ While sleeping, he felt that the holiest 

Of melody over his senses stole : 
It calmed his hreast, it soothed hia brow. 
Its memoi7 baunbl him even now. 

He dreamt, and a spirit that cheered like wine 
Appeared in the shape of a witching flower ; 
And from itA chalice a hand divine 

Ponred odorous dew in a ceaseless shower: 
It cooled hia cheek, made glad his heart, 
And he felt new life in hia pulaes atart. 

Ob, still he dreamt, and the magical thing 

Assumed the form of a meek-eyed dove ; 
And the breeze it flung from its ifluttering wing 
Waa the heavenly breath of sustaining love ; 
Through every nerve it quickening ran, 
From a trance like death he awoke a man. 
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He awoke, and beside his weary bed. 

To smooth his pillow and £m his cheek, 
Watched one whose beauty his dreams had fed — 
Whose presence gave strength to his frame so 
weak: 
Unwearying love had saved his life, — 
*Twas Rosa, his beautifrd, patient wife. 
1854. 




A POET^S DAUGHTER. 

OUNG Rosa is bonny, and blithe, and 

As a sunny gleam on a showery day, 
Or the firstling flower of the sweet, 
sweet May. 

Like music, when wedded to words of sense ; 
Like truth, imsullied by vain pretence ; 
She is melody, mirth, and innocence. 

As the pool leaps up when the rain-drops fall, 
Her spirit leaps up when the sorrowing call : 
Where pain is felt, she would soothe it all. 

To merit all eyes, and to rudeness blind. 

Rejoicing in all that she good can find ; 

" For the darkest cloud is with silver lined.** 

Her laugh is merry, and clear, and shrill 
As the hunter^s horn when the air is still, 
Or the lark when it carols o*er cloud and hill. 
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Oh, she is not fair ; for her dark hair shines 

In twisted masses — her cheek inclines 

To the brown warm hue of the land of vines. 

Her mother looks out from her coal-black eyes, 

And her father's spirit is seen to rise 

When they kindle and flash with a quick surprise. 

Not alone for her beauty and gentle mood 

Is Rosa beloved as one*s daily food; 

We love her — ^all love her — ^because she's good. 




NEVER DESPAIR. 

GAIN I behold thee, green gem of the 
ocean. 
Revisit the home where I wandered 

a child, 
But what makes my heart feel this 
tremulous motion ? 
My house is deserted, my garden a wild ! 
Yet I will not despair. Sure the fond love I cherish 

Shall urge me to action, my house to repair ; 
No more Til forsake thee — ^no ! sooner Til perish 
Than fail ix\ my duty, and faint in despair ! 

Where are the ties of affection that bound me, 

Where is Aileen, I have come back to wed f 
Like the leaves of the autumn they're scattered 
around me. 
My friends they have vanished — ^poor Aileen is 
dead! 
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Tet I gnere not, believe not bat pleasure seeds 
flying 

Maj lodge in my heart and grow blossoming 
there I— 
Sure love like a branch duly grafted in season, 
Will yield me its fruit — so I will not despair. 

Oh, love, darling lore, in its trath never changes, 

Its object may lade and its subject may die, 
*Tis the spirit of life, through creation it ranges. 

The pidse of the earth and the light of tiie sky. 
Oh, I will not repine ; &r bejond the storms drearest 

In beauty serene, smiles a sky ever fair I 
So behind the heart's grief lies the love that is 
dearest. 

Who woos it shall win it. Oh, never despair. 

1852. 




TO NATHANIEL HAWTHOENE. 

OK THE AinnTXBSAST OF HIB DACQBTBB DHA'i 
BIBTHDAT, 

— Mj friend, 'tis hard to 

WLen csrea tbe heart enrcild, 
f And Fancj feels the freesiag time, 
And BhriTeh with the cold. 
And jet, however hard it aeems 

To geuerouBl; comply, 
The heart, fraternal^ throbbing, deems 
It harder to denj. 



Few love the weary Winter time, 

When trees are gatint and bare, 
And fields are grey with lilver lime, 

And biting keen the air. 
Thongh all witbont is weird and wastt 

And shrill the tempest's din. 
With those well suited to oor taste 

How bright is all within I 



! 
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But oh ! die Spring, the earlj Spring, 

Is brimming full of mirth, 
When mating birds, on happy wing. 

Rain music on the earth ; 
And Earth, responsive, spreadeth wide 

Her leafy robe of green, 1 

TiU March is wreathed in flowery pride— 

A smiling Tiigin queen. 



Oh ! tiiat dear time is dearer made 

By Lovers mysterious will. 
Which in the sun and in the shade 

Its impulse must fulfil ; 
In wood, or wild, or rosy fiice, 

The law is broad and clear ; 
Love lends its all-entrancing grace 

To spring-time of the year. 



Spring-time, my friend, with mystic words, 

Has filled thy life with joy. 
Bound close thy heart with triple cords 

That age can ne*er destroy. 
For her, thy first — so fair, so good, 

So innocent and sweet — 
An angel pure as model stood ! 

The copy, how complete ! 



Oh ! sacred season, ever blest, 
When saints their offerings bring. 

Thou to thy heart an offering prest 
More &ir than flowers of Spring. 
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A miracle ! — long ere tlie joke 

Of winter paaaed awaj, 
Thj Hawthorne into blossom broke, 

Anticipating May I ^ 

' TWe fore^ing Tenes were composed at the urgent 

SDGSt of the Ute Nathaniel Hawthorne, mj intimate 
1 Terj dear iriend, on the amurersarj of the birth- 
day of hu daughter Una. Hence the allusion in the last 
•erse, which, without this explanation, would not be 
understood. TheserBnawerewrittenBe'erttljearBBigt). 
Mr. Hawthorne was then staying at Leamington, in 
Warwickshire, busy with the last sheets of his Italian 
romance " Transformation." In the words of a rela- 
tive, " The verses bring up many pleasant recolleclioos, 
dimmed by the remembrance that he, who could ronse 
withaskilf unequalled the lenderest emotions, and depict 
with infinite power the deepest passions of tbe human 
heart, is mouldering in the tomb. Those who knew 
Mr. Hawtbonie best loved him moat : and all who were 
acquainted with die plans he bad boped to carry ont, 
regret that death should hare stilled the heart and 
stayed the band belbre his greatest work was accom- 
plished." 



A SKETCH FROM MEMORY. 

I OEGBT her 1 «h, no, I aha never 
forget her ; 
How silently, fondlj enraptored 
1 cIuDff 
To the soul-Boothing cadence first 
heard when I met her, 
Hie sjllabled aweetneu that floired from her 
tongue! 

Her brow lo illummed hj goodnesg and wit is, 
Ber cheeka bliuhing beantj uniurrowed bj 

Her eye beaming love witli all tendemeM lit is ; 
And lips made for kiosing ; — I wonder who'd 
dare! 

80 litbeiome and graeefiil, reclining or moving. 
So light is her footfall, we hear not a sound ; 

A womanly woman, with spirit all loving, 
We Jed as she walks we should envy the 
ground; 
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In toil or in leisure, her love without measure 
Would comfort and gladden the heart of a 
man; 

A fathomless pleasure — an evermore treasure — 
Is found in our peerless^-our sweet Marianne. 

1867. 



WHAT LOVE IS LIKE. 



LOVE is like the forest glade, 
At once a shelter and a shade. 
From autumn wind and winter snow, 
And hectic summer*s passion glow : 

O I my love is like the forest 
glade. 

At once a shelter and a shade. 



! Love is like the orange tree, 

On which both flower and fruit we see ; 

Buddings sweet, and fruitage green, 

Mingling with the ripe are seen. 

O ! my love is like the orange tree, 
Bringing flowers and fruit to me. 

1 Love is like the monthly rose, 
That neither spring nor winter knows ; 
Month by month it blossom strews. 
Month by month its bud renews. 

O I my love is like the blushing rose, 
That neither spring nor winter knows. 
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O I Love 18 like the eager bee, 
And gathers sweets firom wood and lea. 
From purple heath — acacia bloom, 
And clover shedding sweet perfume ; 

I my love is like the restless bee,. 
And sweetest honej brings to me. 

O I Love is like a streamlet bright 
That laughs beneath the starry %ht, 
And, dancing gaily, singing goes 
To clasp the ocean whence it rose I 

1 were my love as streamlets are, 
Td be — ^but not a distant — star I 

O ! Lore is like the eddying breeze. 
That bears the odour from the trees. 
Or, lingering, toys with every grace. 
And clasps the world in soft embrace. 

O ! my love is like the winds that play. 
And clasps me closer day by day. 

O ! Love is like the bird that flies 

Evermore to sunny skies, 

Shuns the storm, and seeks the charm 

Of shady groves, in regions warm ; 

O, my love is like a bird, and flies 
To bask beneath his lady*s eyes. 

1867. 



FAIR AST) BBIBF. 

I ATR and brief — &ir and brief, 
* Opening flower snd awelling le&f, 
, Beautiful bejond belief 
Are the summer's flower and leaf. 

Loving eyes — loving eyes, 
Glauctag with a new surprise ; 
On her knee the baby lies, 
Ah I how soon the spirit flies I 

Joy and grief— joy and grief. 
Mingling, make this mortal sheaf! 
Comes the worm, and, like a thie^ 
Steals the beauty from the leaf I 

Paling cheek — paling cheek, 
Parching lip and hectic streak. 
Sleepless eyes and pulsings weak, 
gapping sickness plainly speak ! 

Ah ! how brief— ah, how brief! 
Time and change brought no relief 
From the sentence ! Woe and grief! — 
She died, as died the autumn leaf. 






^^i: 




AN APPEAL FOR PEACE.' 

DUEINO THB FEANCO-QBBMAR WAR. 

LUST of Conquest, Power, and 
Fame, 
Ambition, Wealth, and Pride ! 
What evils follow in jour train ; 
For you have millions died ! 
Alas I alas ! for bonny France I 

Her rivers Loire and Seine 
Bun red with blood ; their sunny banks 
Are reeking with the slain. 

O Europe, lift your mighty voice. 

And bid the carnage cease I 
From out thy sea-waUed citadel, 

O England, plead for peace I 
Plead for the helpless, homeless ones. 

Childhood and hoary years ; 
Plead for the orphan's piteous cry. 

The wailing widow's tears I 



' Set to music and sold for the benefit of the Befu- 
Benerolent Fund. 
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Republic, Council, Kaiser-King, 

Forget not this decbee ! 
Each loving life your lust destroys, 

Heaven will demand of thee ! 
Command, O God, Thou King of kings, 

Break angry passions down ; 
That Peace, and Love, and Bbothebhood 

May all the nations crown ! 

1870. 





LINES WRITTEN DURING ILLNESS. 

ROUND our home the winter's storm 
Its fearful conflict wages. 
While in my poor devoted frame 

Intensest fever rages : 
But storm without, nor fire within, 
Can sink the heart in sadness. 
Or change the sunshine of my life 
To melancholy madness ! 

Untiring love upon me waits, 

A wife's devout attention. 
And every want anticipates 

Ere lips their wish can mention : 
While love remains, the bed of pain 

Is changed to one of pleasure. 
It tries the truth of early vows. 

And proves the heart a treasure. 

T 
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When Nature gave my love her life, 

She then brought forth her fairest ; 
When Fortune gave her as a wife, 

She gave me then her rarest ; 
And to protect her while I may 

Shall be my chief endeavour, 
With love that strengthens day by day, 

And only Death can sever ! 





LOVE'S POTENCY. 

H, heavy pain I — Oh, weary brain ! 
Oh, heart that wildly beateth ! 
Great ocean*s surge, love*s moaning 
dirge 

For evermore repeateth 
The dismal cry — from earth to sky — 
"Tom spirit, free thyself and fly I" 

What, craven be I No, by the sea, 

And earth with all its treasurer I 
If she can scoff, then I can laugh, 

And seek some nobler pleasures. 
Though she's divine, shall I repine ? 
No! Love and grief Til drown in wine. 

Oh, fool ! — Oh, shame on manhood's name ! 

Farewell to peace for ever ; 
I thought to drown Love's angry frown 

In wine as in a river. 
I madly quaffed — at every draught 
The fiends exultant moutiied and laughed. 
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The jfrenzy fled — around my head 
And in my heart sung angel voices, 

" Be gentle, kind, and true, and find 
There's one in all thy joy rejoices." 

Love's light did shine — I woke from wine. 

And found my darling's hand in mine ! 





MY SPIRIT LOVE. 

Y shady rocks, where trees grew tall. 
And near a sounding waterfall — 
When summer sweetest blossoms 

strewed. 
And birds melodious charmed the 
wood, 
A maiden, meek as cooing dove, 
I met, and told her all my love ! 

Adown her shoulders rippling rolled 
Her wavy hair, like streams of gold I 
From dewy eyes of azure hue, 
A soul serene came beaming through. 
My heart in cadence could but move 
In unison with her I love ! 

The red rose and the lily strove 
To win the cheek of my dear love ; 
The red rose did at first prevail, 
But yielded to the lily pale ! 
And now ? Ah me I in realms above 
The lily crowns my Spirit Love ! 

1872. 



EXILE'S SONG, 




8UGOB8TBD BT A PICTUBB PBESBNTBD TO THB 

AUTHOB BT THB COMMITTEB OF THB 

REFUOEB8* BBNEyOLBNT IUNI>. 

ING, sing me the song of my Father- 
land, 
That I left so long ago ; 
And plaj me again that sweet old 
strain, 

With cadence sioft and low I 
Before my eyes dear mountains rise. 

And loom through the mist of years ; 
My grand old home, with turret and dome, 
Is glimmering through my tears. 

Sing, sing me the song of my Fatherland, 

That I left so long ago ; 
And play me again that sweet old strain, 
With cadence soft and low ! 



List ! list to the sound I for methinks I hear 

Far off the echoing horn ! 
And the hunter's call, that aroused us all 

For the chase on the breezy mom ! 
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Away, away fly the hunters gay. 

How gallantly on they ride ! 
But none of them all is so fair and tall. 
As Lillie, my own, my bride- 
Sing, sing me the song of my Fatherland, 

That I left so long ago ; 
And play me again that sweet old strain, 
With cadence soft and low I 

Hark ! hark, *tis the beat of the rolling drum, 

And the hurrying rash of men ! 
O little cares Might for the cause of Right, 

Our freedom is stabbed again ! 
The vision has fled, and my weary head 

I lean on my feeble hand — 
No more ! no more, O never more ! 
Shall I gaze on my Fatherland. 

Yet sing me the song of my Fatherland, 

That I left so long ago ; 
O play me again the dear old strain. 
Though it maketh my tears to flow. 

1872. 




WELCOME IS NIGHT. 

WELCOME is night, trebly welcome 

Whose lieart vith love throbbing is 

Full to tlie brim, 
When the suiil that's been fettered hy 
care thri:uT;h the (lay, 
* On the ptuionH of pleasure soars sailing awajj 
When truth is moat daruig, most freely expressed, 
then let us drink to the friends we love beat ; 
O Kow let us drink to the friends we love best ! 

Again fill a bumper — when woman's the theme ! 
Fill high! do not stint her, man's blessing supreme; 
Whose voice in sotl melody comes like a sigh 
Ofthe balmy south wind, when the summer is nigh, 
Which awakens the psasion of love in his breast ; 
Kow, now let us drink unto her we love best, 
O now let us drink unto her we love best ! 

The earth has no beauty, nor fragrance, nor flowers. 
If it drinks not — and deeply^ — of sunshine and 
showers ; 
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So truth, love, and friendship, heart blossoms 

divine. 
Grow fairest and dearest when nourished with 

wine. 
Shall a man let them wither and die in his breast? 
No ! drink, brothers, drink, unto all we love best, 
O drink, brothers, drink, unto all we love best ! 




THE TIDE WILL TURN. 

HE tide rushed rapidly down to the 
sea, 
When the hurricane swept with 
wind and rain ; 
Brave men on the shore waited pa- 
tiently 
For a lull — when the tide would flow again ; 
No wonder the mariner's heart should yearn 
For the wind to cease and the tide to turn 

The tide has turned, and across the bay 
The waves came rolling in crests of foam . 

Out in the offing the great ship lay. 
Awaiting the breeze to waft her home ; 

How pleasant to feel, though afar we roam, 

Some loving one waits with a " Welcome home ! 



11 
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The tide has turned — the merchant sighs 

When troublesome adverse winds had blown ; 

Messages sent, bat no replies, 

How small a return for so much sown ! 

All imperilled that life has earned, 

Thank Heaven, kind Heaven, the tide has turned. 

The tide has turned, the lover may say. 
When wearily waiting the faintest sign 

To give him some hope : O the darkest day 
Is illumined by rays that seem divine. 

When the hand of love is no longer spumed : 

He blesses his fate, for the tide has turned. 

And so through every phase of life. 

Its chance, its change, its light and shade ! 

If true to ourselves, the battle and strife 

But strengthen the faith that hope has laid ; 

How sweet is the lesson of life thus learned. 

When we see and feel that the tide has turned. 

Though many are false, oh ! more are true ; 

Have faith in humanity, come what may ; 
There ever smiles over an arch of blue. 

Though clouds overspreading make dark our 
day: 
Though sorrow may soflen, or anger bum. 
Have faith in the future — the tide will turn ! 



1863. 
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THEEB MEETINGS. 

L MET her first beside the stream, 
' When music filled the evening brei 
i A fitting place to muse and dream 
t Of life— beneath acacia trees; 

And pacing fondly by her side, 
s one, her joy, her future guide. 



To meet, salute — salute and part! — 
Was but a:n instant, scarce a word 

Was spoken ; yet within my heart 
Was touched a sympathetic chord 

That time to friendship mi 

A triendship mutual and si 



When next we met, a mother's thought 
Through every morement clearly shone, 

Expanding spheres of duty brought 
New powers to light, before unknown ; 

Her well-developed form and face 

Embodied all of matron grace. 
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So calm, confiding, sweet her smile. 
We charmed beneath its influence lie 

No curl of scorn, no glance of guile, 
Afiecta the Up, or dims the eye. 

Evolving from a soul sincere 

A purifying atmosphere. 

Again we met, and o*er her brow 
Was cast a shade of wifely care, 

A moment dim — ^it passed — and now 
The cloud has melted into air ; 

Thus morning dews sun-kissed appear. 

She looked the lovelier for the tear. 

Our meetings, partings, joy and pain 
Make up this mingled woof of life ; 

We part, yet hope to meet again. 
And hope invigorates for strife : 

The strife o*ercomes, and love*s renewed 

By deeds of kindly brotherhood. 

1865. 
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WALLISSELLEN. 

(NEAE ZURICH.) 

UT ! o'er the bills at break of day, 
. When nierrymaidsweremakinghay. 
And singing birds made glad theway. 

As I drove o'er to Wallisaellen. 
I thought of friends, bo true, so rare. 
Of one as good as abe is &ir. 
And wished that she were with me where 
The streamlet glides to Wallisselleii. 

There cwuntless fingers twist and twine 
The filmy fibres that combine 
To form a. glistening silken line; — 

Of wedded life a happy token. 
When hearts akin by nature led, 
The path of life, as one, to tread ; 
Poor life I unlike a sitfcen thread, 

Can ne'er be knit when once 'tis In-okeii. 

Hnmbly at first must all begin 
Their aimless threads of life to spin, 
Too often marred by gouts of sin ! 

And all in dust appears as ended. 
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Ah, no ! angelic fingers fine, 

With wondrous skill, will find and twine 

Each missing thread and all combine, 

Until in heaven again they're blended. 

As every stream on earth with care 
Must its own channel fret, and tear 
Its way through hardest rocks, and bear 

Down to the sea its earthy leaven ! 
So man through life encounters still 
Each form and shade of earthly ill, 
And bears them in his soul until 

Pure life to him through death is given. 

*Tis wise and good to musing sit 

And note the varying thoughts that flit 

Across the brain — such here are writ, — 

As homeward bound firom Wallissellen. 
All without order or design. 
Like floating flakes in ambient wine, 
I weave these random thoughts of mine 

Memorially of Wallissellen. 

1865. 
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WRITTEN FOE THE PICTUEE OP THE DUCHESS 

OP ABGYLE AND HEB SON THE 

MABQUIS OP LOBNE. 




AUGHTER of Sutherland, gentle and 
beauti^l, 
Wife of the noble and gallant 
Argyle! 
Mother of many hearts happy and 
dutiM, 
Blessed in thy presence and cheered with thy 
smile ! 
England is proud of thee, 
Scotland speaks loud of thee, 
Songs in thy praise on the breezes are borne, 
Sung by true-hearted men, 
Wafted o*er hill and glen, 
"Health to Argyle and the Marquis of Lome!" 



The time has long passed since, with bonnet and 
feather, 
Argyle with his clan like a tempest arose. 



286 THE DUCHESa OF ABGYLE. 

And swept from his mountains, like dew from the 
heather, 
Th%.legions that ventored his power to oppose ! 
The pibroch no more alarms ; 
No longer calls to arms ; 
Nations that battled are blended as one ; 
Peace and security, 
Love in its purity, 
Flow from one Sceptre like light from the smu 

Tet, times may arise when the people will call on 
The boy that clings fondly and close to thy side 
To guard them from peril — ^from evils that &11 on 
A nation when gold is its idol of pride ; 
Train him up kindly — 
Wisely, not blindly — 
Teach him the duties to which he is bom: 
The hope of the Highlands 
The pride of the Lowlands, 
May centre on Thee and the Marquis of 
Lome I 

<< Keepsake^ 1856. 




NEIL GOW'S OAK.i 



IE BUD had get, the air was siSl, 
And slowly closed the day ; 
» No breezy sound came from the hill, 
' Nor murmar from the Tay : 
I musing gazed upon the Oak, 
Beneath whose branches high, 
Neil Gow from slumbering ailence woke 
The souJ of melody. 

X>eep darkness like a curtain came, 
I closed my weary eyes ; 

' The oak pointed out to tourists, as that under 
which Neil Qow was wont to sit and compose some of 
those wondrous ntelodiea which have immortalized the 
songs of Scotland. Tradition states that Bums uid 
Neil Gow met at Bunkeld. But be that as it may, it 
is indisputable that the spirits of the two men are tor 
ever blended together by the words of the one and the 
music of the other. 

On theAtholesideof Che river is a shaded seat wbere 
the Dnke of Alhole is ssid to have sat nnseen, and 
listened to the music, without disturbing the popular 
performer on the violm. 
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Around the tree shone sparks of flame, 

Like stars in wintry skies. 
Each acorn cup appeared a lamp, 

Each bough a harp was made 
With gossamer strings ; and over all 

Bent Neil*s immortal shade. 

A breeze crept up from Murthlj woods, 

And swept the airy strings, 
Till music swelled, like mountain floods, 

From all their secret springs ; 
And while the cadence ebbed and flowed. 

Clouds sympathizing wept. 
The trees their topmost branches swayed, 

And faultless measure kept. 

Soon through the hazy southern gloom, 

With halo round his head, 
The shades of Bums approached — to whom 

The minstrel homage paid. 
The poet, musing, caught the strains, 

And gave to sound sublime 
The immortality of words. 

To charm through endless time. 

I heard the stately solemn air 

That fires the patriot's soul, 
And that which lifts from deep despair. 

And crowns the social bowL 
I saw the secret whisper breathed, 

I heard fond passion's vows, 
And then a spray descending wreathed 

The bard and minstrers brows. 
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I know not when the music ceased ; 

I woke, bat all was still, 
The golden gloij of the east 

Was gilding Bimam hill. \ 

The Duke of AthoU I invoke, 

As he would honoured be, 
To guard with care that sacred oak — 

Great NeiFs immortal tree. 





WATCHING AND WAITING. 

OR a weary year and a day, yestreen, 
Has Ronald, my Ronald, a rover 

been; 
And to-day — ^to-day he promised to 
come 

And visit my lovable mountain home ; 
The day has faded — ^the stars appear, 
Yet Ronald, my Ronald, is nowhere near ! 

The moonbeams whitened her brow se fair, 
And rippled with light her nut-brown hair ; 
Twin stars looked down from azuline skies 
And mirrored themselves in her hazel eyes ; 
As she strove with her palms on her heaving breast 
To steady her heart in its great unrest ! 

She looked from her lattice, looked out on tlienight. 
And looked on ther silvery lake so bright, — 

u 
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Then far away on its wavy tide, 
As she eagerly peered was a sail descried, 
Which nearer and clearer approached the strand 
Where white waves flashed on the shining sand ! 

Nearer and nearer it dashed, then lay 
Like a fair white swan in the sheltered bay ; 
And Ronald leaped out, with a bound so free — 
With bonnet and plume ! — Oh, glad was she 
As he sprung to her side and clasped to his heart 
His Helen — " Dear Helen, no more we part," 

1863. 





TO MART— MAIDEN. 

AEDEN Mary, while I write. 
Maiden art thou, blushing bright 
As rosy dawn, and pure as light ! 

From orchards clouds of incense 
rise — 
From opening flowers, whose liquid eyes 
Look lovingly on friendly skies. 

Music and odours fill thy room. 

From birds that sing and violets* bloom, 

And steep thy senses in perfume : 

Above — ^below — ^yea, every sod 

Of teeming earth, — the worm's damp clod, — 

Pulse conscious of a present God. 
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Love's budding spring hath o*er thee past, 
Summer blossoms rare thou hast, 
Harvest hopes will gather fast. 

Life to thee hath been a dream 
Of dear delights — adown its stream 
Thou'st floated full of joy supreme, 

Adown lifers current calm and clear, 
Widening, deepening year by year, 
Now thou'rt safely anchored here. 

* HopeM, trustM on the shore 
Of life's vast ocean ; evermore 
Hearing the surging billows roar. 

Where treacherous wheels the eddying wave, 
Which gulfs alike the vain, the brave. 
Pleasure's votary, passion's slave. 

But fear not, Mary; trust thy guide, 
Trust the stout arm by thy side 
To stem for thee life's fiercest tide. 




TO MART— WIFE. 

r AIDEff Marj now hatb flown, 
Maidenhood to wifehood's given ; 
Matron Mar; cornea anon. 

Laiincbed on wedlock's rockj sea, 
Dudes new will come to thee ; 
Le't clear-eyed fiuth thy pole-star be. 

Though ilia may foil, and decselj shroud 
Thy faireat hopea; with &ith endowed, 
Love beama the brighter for the cloud ; 

While earnest truth controls thy barque, 
"Twill safely glide — love'a fiivonred ark — 
To shore of light, through tempests darki 

Remember, though awhile we tread ' 

The duaty garden of the dead. 
Eternal love shines overhead. 

What though a speck be in the leaf, 
Yield not thy soul to anbelief ; 
Love's doubting is thegrief of grief ! 
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No work is perfect : every flaw 

That dims thy gem should tend to draw 

Thy heart up to the higher law. 

Trust on I Where faith is at the root 
True love will blossom, branch, and shoot ; 
Guard well the flower ; enjoy the fruit I 

Gk)d bless thee in thy new estate I 

May young aflections ever wait 

On thee, and thy hearf s chosen mate ! 




THE PISHBR-BOY'S VISION. 

SUGGESTED BTLOUGH^S CHARMING MARBLE FIGURE. 

HE fisher-boy rose in the morning 

grey, 
And let out his net in the calm, 

cool sea ; 

He fished and he fished through the 

livelong day, 

But never a fish in sooth caught he. 

He fished when the sun rose over the main, 

Shooting arrowy glances along the sea ; 

He patiently fished till it set again, 

Yet never a fish in his net caught he. 

As musing he sat in his gliding boat, 

And silently looked on the glistening wave, 

He caught the bold spirit of daring thought. 
The bravest companion a man can have. 
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A legion of happieat fiinciee met 

To gladden the fisher-boj far at sea ; 

When sudden a quivering stirred his net — 
" I hare caught her at last, in aooth," thought 



Witli throbbing of heart, and lips apart, 

He slowlj lifted hia net ; and there. 
In meshes of twine, \a.j a form divine, 

A beautiful being with golden Lair ! 
The spirit-fed boy sprang up with joy. 

And clasped to his bosom — the vacant air ! 
The vision had flown, and he gazed alone — 

Alone on the moonlight streaming there. 





MY LADY LOVE. 

HE roses from the dewy briar were 
scattered one by one, 
The falling leaves came rustling 
from the high beech tree, 
As by the sleepy stream I wan- 
dered weary and alone, 
And thought upon my lady-love beyond the 
sea. 
I thought of happy summer time when leaves 
were young and green, 
Of balmy blissful evenings and the trysting- 
tree, 
Where a pressure of the pahn and a smile of love 
serene, 
And a dainty cherry lip gave a heart to me. 

The young trees, then so beautiful, are leafless, 
thin, and old ; 
The merry music of the woods has now a 
wailing tone ; 
The stream that glistened in the sun looks com- 
fortless and cold, 
Oh, everything is altered since my lady-love is 
gone! 
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I listen for a laughing yoice that never greets my 
ear, 
And for a lovely form I look that wiU not come 
to me; 
Nor music, nor society, my troubled soul can 
cheer. 
They but swell the tide of sorrow in my heart's 
deep sea. 

That rivers when they mingle, and their streams 
are lost in one. 
Should symbolize our future, was our dream 
of life ; our pride 1 
But the current of our destiny divergmgly must 
run. 
Resembling in its waywardness the rivers 
Tweed and Clyde. 
One mountain range gives life to both, yet East 
and West they run. 
So East and West, for ever more, divided we 
must be. 
And yet ^tis sweet to meditate, and know the 
joyous sun. 
Has cheered my darling* s heart before it comes 
to gladden me. 

Oh, I will ever love the sun, by morning, noon, 
and night. 
At morning, as a messenger her love he seems 
to bear ; 
At noon, because he perfecteth all being with his 
light ; 
And at night because he carries her my blessing 
and my prayer. 
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Long 843 the sun shall, shining, bliss and wealth to 
mortals bring, 
My doting heart in faithfulness shall, sunlike, 
constant be ; 
And whfle it beats, in harmony my muse shall try 
to sing 
The praises of mj ladj-loye far, far beyond 
the sea. 

1855. 





THE TIME TO MARRY. 

HE would-be wise this counsel give, — 

" Let love's fond passion cool ! 
The man who early weds will live 

To think himself a fool. 
The galling chain that frets his limb 
Wears deeper day by day, 
Experience little teaches him 

Who gives the heart its way. 
He wisely weds who weddeth late 
A thrifly, unimpassioned mate.'' 

When wrinkled oaks shall twining cling 

With tendrils like the vine ; 
When ravens like the linnet sing 

With melody divine ; 
When honey drops from withered leaves. 

And not from summer flowers ; 



THE TIME TO MASBY. 
Wlieii winter brings tu golden sheaves. 

And anow-drift sunny houTH ; 
When trudi abused makes falsehood nght, 
Go withering wed imd find delight. 

The trembling notes joung birds awake 

Kse Bweetlj into tune, 
As April bnda expanding make 

The flowery wreath of June i 
80 love begun in Uie's young day 

M&tures with manhood's prime, 
Defies the canker of decay. 

And stronger grows with dme; 
O early quaff love's nuptial wine, 
And oil that's best in life is thine. 



HOME LOVE. 

§WIIiL not wander from the tbIc 
Across the heath so drear ; 
A charm abides within tiie vale, 
And makes me linger here. 
'Tis not because the blackbirds fling 
Their love from tree to tree : 
So, no ! more sweet than birds can sing 
Is my wile's song to me I 

I will not wander from the vale, 
Nor cross the heath bo drear ; 
Love's sweet enchantment fi lls the vale, 
In love m linger here 1 
Blest vale, where in her cosy bower 

Sits nestling like a dove 
My gentle mate ; whose words create 

An atmosphere of love! 
An atmosphere of holy love, 

Where sense and goodness dwell ; 
True love doth eveiTtlung but love 
Instinctively repel. 

I will not wander from the vale, 
Nor cross the heath so drear ; 
Love's sweet enchantment fills the vale, 
So I will linger here. 



TO WHOM WE BOW. 

MB win not bow to porap or power. 
Though crowned and seated 
high; 
If tmtli be trodden nnder foot, 
Such power we will defy ! 
Bnt, oh, if juBtdce, firm futd mild, 

With mercj tempered be, 
We'll curb the paSBiou running wild. 
And willing bend the knee. 

To hoarded wealth we will not bow, 

Nor t4) its pampered lord ; 
Though dainties rare and perfumed air 

Make magical his board. 
But if his store he'll freely pour, 

To lessen misery, 
With loud acclaim, we hail the name. 

And willing bend the knee ! 

The blooming thorn, the waving com. 

With ripened glory spread, 
In grateful guise to dewy skies 

And aoushine bend the bead ; 
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The lesson taught, with wisdom fraught, 

Shall unforgotten be ; 
With reverent brow to truth we bow, 

And grateful bend the knee. 

1853. 




PITY MB! 

IT Y me, pity me, ladies beautiful, 
Life is a wearisome load, T trow. 
Pity me, pity me, young ones dutiful, 
Sorrow will furrow the fairest brow. 
Out of the earth spring trees of beauty. 
Out of the tree come blossom and seed. 
Out of the heart rise thoughts of duty, 

Ripening into word and deed ; 
Out of the purest, noblest natures. 
Weakling branches often spring. 
All at the best are dependent creatures, 
Misery waileth while I sing. 

Pity me, pity me, ladies beautiful, 

Life is a wearisome load, I trow ; 
Pity me, pity me, young ones dutiful. 
Sorrow will pinkie the smoothest brow. 

Pity me, pity me, ladies beautiful. 

Flowers will wither, though fair they seem ; 
Pity me, pity me, loving and dutiful. 

Life is not always a golden dream. 
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When I wu joung, uftoD me tended 

All that wu loving, and tme, and kind ; 
Bj the worthj and wise befriended. 

Nothing I needed I could not find. 
He whoBe duty bad been to cherish. 

False and felonious proved one da; ; 
A desolate wintiy leaf, I perisli, 

Ob, save me from being a castaway 1 
Pity mei pity me, ladies dutifijl. 

Flowers will wither, though fair they 

Pity me, pi^ me, ladies dutiful. 

Oh that my life bad been all a dream t 



MUSINGS IN MAT, 1875. 



. BHIND the hills the bud had set, 

The grey clouds and the rosy met — 
I Embraced — their radiance lingers yet. 

Fond wooers lingered in tJie glade, 
As O'er them fell the evening shade : 
Sainted — happy youth and maid ! 

Then foUoiTed whispers soft and low, 
ConfidingB sweet, an OTerflow 
Of tendemeas, so dear to know. 

Across the plain from fer away, 
Came mnsic from a band at [^ay — 
A solemn requiem for the day ; 

Commingling came the singing breeze. 
That harped among the chestont trees, 
Like murmurs frota a hive of bees. 

Then all was stilL The stars awoke 

And glimmered through the branching oak ; 

In fimcy to myself I spoke : 
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Would striTuig men a lesson learn 
From Nature, soon would they discern 
How poor the prize for which they yearn : 

Oh what ambition, wealth, and power, 
For which they peace and healtii devour. 
Compared with this serenest hour ! 

The calm, o*erwhelming, filled my brain. 
When screamed the &st approaching train 
To whirl me back to town again ! 

And ever since, when troubles kill 
My slumber, soon my heart I still, 
When I recall that lonely hill ; 

That broomy hill on which I stood, 
In pensive, cahn, reflective mood. 
Which brought my soul a world of good. 

I meditate with joy intense, 

Subdue each throbbing fevered sense. 

And calmly wait my summons hence ! 

1875. 




BESSIE HAS COME. 

HAT shall we aay 
Of the light of day f 

How shall we sing of the ate 
of night P 
What of the &ce 
Wliose beantj and grace 

So pleasantlj shines, and makes blackness 
bright? 

The snow naj fall. 
And spread like a pall 

Of Tirgin white on the gaj green earth ; 
Dense fogs tnaj loom 
And make dark onr room, ' 

Within it are voicings of jo; and mirth. 

From beautJful France, 
Where snn rajs glance, 

A stray beam comes to our wintry home. 
To lessen the chill 
Of our hearts, and fill 

Them with laaghter and lovingness — Bbsbib 
has come. 
1875. 



THE TRANCE. 



P HE fiery furnace ceMed to glow, 
'' The breathing bellom ceased to blow, 
k The clanging hunmeni ceased to ring, 
! now could hear the skjlack sing ] 
Inateadof Bmoke wreaths corling high. 
Were fleecj clouds — an aiure sky, 
O'er woody hills and graisy plains 
Serene, the Sabbath stillness reigns. 

By gentle slopes and forest trees 
Came trooping down, in twos and threes, 
Young maidens linking arm in arm. 
Through shady lanes, by field and farm. 
To where the humble chapel spread 
Its table with memorial bread, 
Where joyfully their voice they raise, 
In words of prayer and songs of pnuse. 

The preacher spoke with wondrous skill. 
Till tender tears all eyelids fill ; 
When with the benediutioii given. 
Each longing soul felt nearer heaven. 
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The music hushed — the service o'er, 
And all had gone save three or four, 
Whilst one, so loving and beloved, 
Still sat unmoving and unmoved. 

4- minute since she led the hjmn, 
To which the choiring seraphim 
Entranced might listen, filled with love. 
To bear the cadence sweet above : 
A moment since her ejes were bright, 
And now thej shrouded are as night, 
Her lips are closed, her tongue is tied, 
Her hands fall feebly by her side, 

« Oh misery ! " •* Not so, not so," 
A gentle voice spake soft and low, 
<< We know the cause, we also know 
*Tis but a trance that soon will go/* 
The paling lips, the cheeks, the brow. 
Were bathed with water cool, and now 
Her colour came ; with sounding sighs 
She opened wide her wondering eyes. 

" Where am I P Oh, where have I been f 
Such sounds IVe heard, such sights Fve seen ! 
Where am I P Oh, where am I P Speak ! 
Quick, quick, or else my heart will break. 
Oh now I know ! It was the hymn . 
That called me to my Saviour I Him 
IVe seen, and would with Him remain. 
Why did you bring me back again P'' 

'^ Have patience, dearest— oh, be still, 
" Be cahn I" " 'Tis hard, but oh I will ! 
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Again I hear my Saviour's call ! 
I come ! I come I mj life, my all. 
Oh Jesus, Saviour, Thou art mine ! 
Oh answer, Jesus, am I Thine ?'' 
Once more arose the wild refrain, 
*' Why did you bring me back again ? 



« 



Soon peaceful as a chQd at rest, 

She sat, her palms crossed on her breast, 

A brief space more, and then her eyes 

Were opened with a meek surprise. 

'* My children ! Oh, my husband !«-Come, 

Now I am happy ! — Take me home. 

Tve been in heaven — ^I saw it plain, 

Fm glad you called me back again.** 

In painless weakness long she lay, 
Illusions led her mind astray. 
But strength returned, and when at last 
She woke to reason, all the past 
Was as a dream, that leaves behind 
The vaguest impress on the mind ; 
Serenely now to health restored. 
She lives to thank and praise her Lord. 

1875. 




GARPEL GLEN— A MEMORY.' 

How veU I remon- 
ber tha dsj, 
, WheDCOiuinlykindlmeaepoiDtoltlie 

To lonely GIed Qarpel, whose stream 
is a theme 
For manhood to muse on, and ntaidens to dream ; 
Where nature and art are so blended in one, 
That 'tJH bard to discover where art has begun. 

The trees of the forest — the white blooming thorn, 
These green in their leaiage — that sweet in the 



■ These few lines were sketched ftvm memory after 
TJiitiDg the Qlen. They very faintly excess the in- 
tense pleasure I Telt cm the occasion. The day was 
charminc, and as the mist railed away, the upper part 
of die (Sen unfolded its esqnisite loveliness. But ile 
great oatural curioeity is tbe alum rock, whidi, although 
a piece of it when placed jn the mouth yields no taste, 
still, when water is dashed on its face, and gathered as 
it trickles down the channels on its cheek, it contains 
a strong solution of alum. 
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The troat in the streamlet — the fotm on the 

pool — 
The cloven rock rising so shady and cool : 
Had all passed unheeded, unnoted by me. 
But for one whose love led me their beauties to see. 

On the soft mossy mound for a while we reposed. 
Whilst nature her beauties but dimly disclosed ; 
The bracken-hid fountain, so close to the waAte, — 
So small to the vision, so sweet to the taste ; 
Its tiny drops trickling, delightful to sip, 
Seemed only to waken new thirst on the lip. 

There's a tongue in the sunbeam, a voice in the 

breeze, 
Whilst tremulous whispers creep under the trees, 
With.thrillings of rapture like stingings of pain. 
Or passionate longings for cool falling rain — 
There, tuned to the notes of the sweet-cooing 

dove, 
Walk, hand in hand, wooers who whisper their 

love. 

Ascending-— descending the rustic-built stair, 
We gathered lush strawberries, rosy and rare. 
Whilst earth-blossoms, bruised by our feet on the 

sod, 
Raised odours appealing for care how we trod ! 
So tender hearts crushed may a spirit reveal 
As touching as blossoms when bruised by the heel. 

I watched the " wee burnie," its windings and 

falls, 
Its curvings fantastic round steep rocky walls — 
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Now hid for a moment — emerging again 
It glancingly danced to the stream in the plain. 
Ah me I Now environed by millions of men, 
I long to revisit Glen Garpel again ! 

May, 1873. 
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THE EAST. 

HE East, the East, the beautiful 
East I 
Whence issued all life in the light 
of day ; 

Where starlit skies 
Led on the Wise 
To worship the Grod as He cradled lay ! 

The East, the East, the bountiful East ! 

Where liberty, learning, and art arose ; 
Where honour and faith 
Wrought havoc and scaith, 

And a handful triumphed o'er countless foes. 

The East, the East, the intolerant East ! 

Where men like chattels were bought and sold, 
Where iron and stone 
Ground muscle and bone. 
Condemned of Heaven for thirst of gold I 
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The East, the East, the blasphemous East ! 

Whence honour, and yirtne, and truth are 
driven; 

Where frenzied hordes, 
With profaning words, 
Bestow on a tyrant the dues of Heaven. 



The East, the East, the detestable East ! 
Corrupt and polluted with vilest sin ; 

In city and glen, 

'Mongst women and men, 
The rottenest hearts have the smoothest skin. 



The East, the East, the degenerate East ! 
Barbarians revel where angels dwelt, 
They quake with fear. 
For their end is near, 
And their glory, like snow in the sun, will 
melt. 



The East, the East, the afflicted East ! 
Where daimtless masses destroying meet ; 

The gallantest forms 

Are laid with worms. 
And the drifted snow is their winding-sheet. 

The East, the East, the distracted East ! 
Where kindred peoples are armed as foes ! 

The crystalline flood 

Runs red with blood, 
And curses are falling where blessings arose. 
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The East, the East, there is hope for the East ! 
The Tyrant^ is struck in his gilded room ; 
Giiunt figures arise, 
With flaming eyes, 
And beckon the despot to meet his doom. 

The East, the East, the uplifted East ! 
With millions rejoicing in fruitful vales ; 
The troubles are stilled, 
And the earth is filled 
With the hum of a people where peace prevails. 

' These verses were written during the Crimean 
War, and printed fourteen days before the reported 
death of the Emperor Nicholas. 




THE DIGNITY OF LABOUR. 

L BONO POK TBI NaWLI.BNTXAJICHIBKD. 
DBDICATXD TO WOKKBBS, BT A 

I LL ye who would enfroDchised be. 

Let passioa jield to reason ; 

The worker, worthy to be &ee, 

Abhorreth blood and treason. 
Remembering who and what we at 
The glorious time before us, 
Frefeiring peace to thirsty war, 
Tonr voices raise in chorus — 

The time has come tbr man to love 

All people as bis neighbour; 
The time has come fbr us to prove 
The dignity of labour. 

Fire hnndted years of toil and strife, 
With hearts and souls undaunted, 

We've fought for Liberty ; and now 
Secured the rights we wanted. 

The truly noble — wise and good, 
SbaQ jet rejoice to see, men. 
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How little we've been understood, 
How great we are as free-men. 

The time lias come for man to love 

The nations as his neighbour ; 
The time has come for us to prove 
The dignity of labour. 

We make the swamp a fruitful field, 

The desert wild a garden, — 
To kindly words our feelings yield. 

Distrust our spirits harden. 
By head and hand rule sea and land 

With power condensed and fervent, — 
The flood and flame we boldly tame. 
And lightning make our servant. 

The time has come for man to love 

All nations as his neighbour ; 
The time has come for us to prove 
The dignity of labour. 

We feel, and can control our strength. 

And will, with faith unswerving, 
Protect our own, yet yield to all 

The rights they are deserving — 
The right to think, the right to work 
With whom and how he pleases ; 
The law that fetters thought and skill 
The honest spirit teases. 

The time has come for man to love • 

All nations as his neighbour ; 
The time has come for us to prove 
The dignity of labour. 

We well can judge 'twixt sound and sense, 
The true from false distinguish. 
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Reject mere brawling eloquence, 

And self-conceit extinguish ; 
But self-respect — ^the word direet, 

The modest, manly bearing — 
Is pmed u givu« truth a grace, 
And worth a noble daring. 

The time has come for num to loTe 

All nations as his neighbour ; 
The time has come for us to prove 
The dignity of labour. 

The men we choose will ne*er abuse 

The privilege we lend them, 
But face the storm, and well perform 
The work to which we send them ; 
To right the wrong — ^in right be strong. 

Despising grosser leaven ; 
To scorn the bribe, in truth abide. 
And leave the rest to Heaven. 

Too long, too long weVe subject been 
To power — and pel^ its neighbour ; 
The time has come for us to prove 
The dignity of labour. 

Elbctbd ! Plead our holy cause 

In each distinct relation, 
Yet gently touch those ancient laws. 
The bulwarks of the nation ; 
^ Maintain supreme the Parliament, 
Oppressive wrongs redress, men ; 
Remember what you represent, 
And God your efforts bless, men. 

The time has come for man to love 

All people as his neighbour ; 
The time has come, and we will prove 
The dignity of labour. 



POLISH EXILE'S DREAM. 

I^HILST I, a homeless exile, slept 
In fur Siberia's frigid olime, 
I had & dream, a glorious dream, 
That ma^ be true in future 



Mediought I beard a murmuring hum 
Of voices, like the distant sea ; * 

And then ten thousand tongues, as one. 

Proclaimed, " Redemption ! Podani>'b FbbkI " 

I listened ; loud, and louder still, 

The strain fell on my greedy ear : 
"Arise, brave men, jonr homes are &ee! 

Tour homes to love and honour dear !" 

The despot stood within our power: 
With stem rebuke we bade him go 

And think upon his ruthless deeds 
As punishment I — an endless woe ! 

I saw the bauble crown cast down, 

I saw the jewelled sceptre broke, 
Our chains All off I — then with a gush 

Of holiest feeling, I awoke 1 
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Oh sad reverse I Mj limbs were chained 
Within a g^oom j dungeon drear ; 

I raised my voice— *tw&s all in vain. 
No sympathizing soul was near ! 

Mj dizzy brain was all in flame. 

My blood rushed through it like a stream 
Of liquid fire. Kind Heaven decree 

That this may not be all a dream. 

I pray, that yet before I die, 

Our land*s deliverance I may see ; 

And hail with all a patriot's soul 
The heaven-bom star of liberty ! 

1836. 




SHE CAME AMONG US. 

E came among ns fiOl of life, 

Whoever attw her blest her ; 
'Tor jojons mud nor lu^j wife 

But loved her as a sister. 
A ringing music swelled her voice, 
So faH of light and laughter ; 
Remembrance made the heart rejoice 
Id rapture ever after. 

No spedail lostre filled the eye, 

Or spread her cheek with blossom ; 
But goodness freighted everj sigh 

That heaved her gentle bosom. 
When she was near, we never thongbt 

How mnch of love we owed her ; 
Now she ia gone, remorse is wrought 

So little love we showed her. 



The genial mirth that cheered our hearth, 
To which we loved to hearken. 

Is gone, and where its presence shone 
Deep falling shadows darken ! 
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O'er every brow a gloom is spread. 

On every heart a Badness, 
Bright memories filling heart and head. 

More distant keep onr gladness ! 

As li^t when lost is prized the most, 

Speed night and welcome morrow ; 
Our menage wing, and quickly bring 

Her back to banish sorrow ! 
Why she*s so dear, when she is near. 

Perchance we may discover ; 
Words may express her lovingness. 

But not how much we love her. 

1852. 




I CANNA BE FASHED.' 

§C ANN A be &sbed I" wiui the anllen replj 
Of mj mother, one dttj. How deep wu 
the sigh 
Of my &tlier, meek mftn! — u&e word did 
he gpeak 
Aj he turned, and a tear trembled over his cheek ; 
'Twaa the bane of mj life; I had better been 

thrashed 
Than hare heard t^e sharp answer — " I canna be 

It twisted my temper — it hardened my will — 
The good I attempted would ever come ill ; 
A plague to all houaeholda — a breeder o' ainfe ; 
Opposition and idleness grew wi' mj life; 
Adrice was nnheeded — wi' brow unabashed, 

Idle and ignorant, fretM and rain ; 

I grew up to womanhood — not very plun : 

', in the language of ex- 
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Could dance — ^was attractiye — ^bat qnicklj the 

joke 
Of my cliarma became powerless wheneyer I 

spoke. 
Eyeiy nerye of mj heart was with agony lashed. 
And I sorely repented, '* I canna be fashed.** 

I still had admirers who*d flatter and sae, 
They were yain as myself, and m i^orant too : 
They buzzed and they fln iUrod like moths round 

the light — 
Beginning with wrong — ^the wrong neyer came 

right. 
So hope Wis extingnished, and charity crashed. 
For to win or deserye them '*! conldna be fashed/* 

And now at the age of some thirty and nine. 
How few are the conquests I reckon as mine : 
Unloyed and unloying, how woefu' my lot, 
With cup and with kitten alone in my cot ; 
My goblet of joy in a moment was dashed 
From my lips by a withering '' canna be fashed.'* 

My lesson, dear sisters — pray learn it while 

young — 
The worst ill o* life is a bridleless tongue. 
All pride is a pest I and the arrow of wit, 
When pointed with passion, is eyer unfit 
For a womanly tongue ; but if kindness be flashed, 
Ck)ntinue it — say not ^ I canna be fashed.* 

1854. 
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THE MAIDEN'S FRIEND. 

WEE bird frne ita \eatj gpraj 
~ _ " Laasie, w&kei ftwske 1 
The lad jou loe, 
Sae leal an' trne. 
Is sighing for jour sake I " 
I quickly poae, slipped on my clothes, 
An' neath the hawthorn tree, 
The lad I loe, 
Sae leal an' true, 
I Ibnnd awaiting me. 

The simmer snn rose o'er the hiU, 
The Isverock whistled clear. 

Around our feet 

The clover sweet 
Shed fragrance sweet an' dear ; 
But sweeter far than blossoms are 
Were Willie's words to me j 

An' him Til loe, 

Sae leal an* true, 
Until the day I dee. 
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Agaiiit again the birdie sings 
Amang the blooming boogha I 

It teemed to hear, 

It sang to cheer 
Oar lipping plighting tows ; 
Oh, ever sing wf raptured wing, 
Mj birdie in the tree ; 

The lad I loe 

Sae leal an* tnxe 
Is health an* wealth to me I 

1870. 




WOOING AND WEDDING. 

rOUNG Andrew lired byCnugie 

An' Jessie bloomed bj Mofikt 
Water, 
He a laiid ue bljdie an' free, 
' she A Bhepherd'i wiuBOme daughter. 
Oh, their lives were bright and cheery. 
Nothing came to make them e'«rie ; 
Well he knew the wu his deary, 
She o' him wu never weary. 

Through the rooky woody gleiu, 

Owre the bilk sae green an' grawy, 
Wooing wandered, Arm in ami, 
Happy, happy lad an' lasrie. 

Oh, their lives were blight an' cheery. 
Nothing came to make them e'ene \ 
Well he knew she waa hia deary, 
' Ske o' him was never weary. 

By the Grey Mare's leathery fa'. 

By tbe lonesome Loch o' Lowes, 
At Saint Mary's holy shrine 

Fledged they aolonn, lacred vows! 
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Oh, their Urea were bright an* cheery. 
Nothing came to make them eyerie ; 
Well he knew she was hia deary. 
She o* him was never weary. 

Oh 6ofA upon it 1. dreadfiil war. 

Ghastly scan an* strife an* slaughter I 
Andrew pressed! — ^mann fight afiff, 
Jessie weeps by Moflfat Water ! 

Now her dajs were sad an* dreary, 
Kaething left to make her cheery ; 
Oh, the nights were lang an* e*erie. 
She o* life itself was weary. 

Darkest hour is nearest dawn ; 

Joy may watch by sorrow sleeping ; 
Rainbow arches beaming bright, 

Only show when clouds are weeping. 
Jessie*s days were sad an* dreary, 
Naething left to make her cheery ; 
Oh, the nights were long an* e*erie. 
She o* lifis itself was weaiy. 

But war will cease, an* men return I 
A captain came to Moffat Water I 
An* proudly bore to CSraigie bum. 

As wedded wife, the shepherd's daughter ! 
Never mair the days were dreary ; 
KcTer mair the nights were e*erie ; 
Nigbt an* day for eyer cheery ; 
They o* love will never weary. 
Never, never, never weary. 



"I "WILL TRY."' 

§WILL trj, I win try," wm tbe answer I 
To ID7 Mentor in jontb, who engaged 
to dispel 
The darkness o'erclonding my brain ; for, 

I found nothing so hard as to figure and spell. 
Bewildered and bothered, mj only reply 
Was, " I feel it is hard, bnt Til try, rir. 111 try." 

By trying, aome knowledge I think was enshrined ; 

At least, my companions would npwardly look 
With eyes so imploring, I seldom declined 

To help to unraTel some problem or book ; 
Though frequently puzzled, Pd gently reply, 
" I think it is hard, but m try, lad, m try." 

And then came the time when new feelings awoke. 
And I timidly shrank from the ^ance of an eye, 

< " ' I wilt try ' ii one of the tmeit prinoiples, and 
expresses all that one man Iiss any right to expeot 
ttom aootber. I think I shall adopt it as a motto," — 

N*.TaiinBL HlWTHORKZ. 
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Yet courtge might come when ilie tflence was 

broke, — 

I Btammered, bat lost all mj Toioe in a sigli. 

Then courage, mj heart ! — ^whj sflent, oh whj P 

Speak boldl/ jour meaning — TM trj, I rnuBt tryr ! 

I ventured, I conquered, and ever since then 
No danger e*er daunted mj spirit or will ; 

Commanded to rush with a handful of men 

Through the breach, in the teeth of the blazing 
guns — still 

To the test, *^ Are jou able ? *' Td calml j reply, 

*• The duty is hard, but ITl try, sir. Til try.** 

And now when the battle of life has been won. 
And I garrulous speak of my deeds in the past ; 

Though I sit in the shade, I look up at the Sun, 
And hope for one yictory more — ^tia the last. 

*Tis scaling those ramparts, far up in the skj I 

Art able ? In fidth, I will try, I will try ! 




SONNETS. 



«( 



In sonnding sonnets Poets may embalm 
The ever-changing passions of the honr ; 
LoTe» Hatred, Friendship, evermore should pour 

Like as a river, tnrbnlent or calm. 
Bnt greatest he, whose wide -embracing dower 

Of thought is filled with Truth, and holf as a Psalm. 

jPfOffi I\wtnfcU Sofwttt, 
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HOWARD. 




HERE IB a manlj music in the name 
Of Howard, that demanda the akill 
Of Milton's meaanre, all our hearts 
to thrill 
Whilst Toicing his imperishable &ne. 
As with a trumpet, which immortals hear. 
And back to mortals echo it again, 
In praise of him who broke the captiye's chain ; 

Before whose radiant face the atmosphere 
Of dungeons deadly dank was purified, — 

As if the sun had left his heayenlj sphere 
And sought the cells where helpless thousands 
died,— 
Gaunt Death, o*ergorged, before him fled in 
fear : 
And, like a vulture cheated of its prey, 
Spread wide his sable wings, and, scowling, soared 
awaj. 



1640. 
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TO WORDSWORTH. 

f REAT Poet, Wordsworth I— ho- 
noured and admired, — 
O tell me how my aool can best 
express 
Its kdoratiou of a bard inspired, — 
A hard aH wisdom, love, and geotleueH I 
No fierj passians in thy bosom rage, 

No thoughts malignaDt in thj works are seen ; 
Fair Kature's self looks forth from every P^^ 

The poet's only guide to fame, I ween : 
Exalting virtue, purifying man. 

Has been thj task, and noblj is it done I 
May Heaven prosper what thy wishes pkin. 

And grant long liib to wear thy fame well won ; 
Mayst thoD on death, when death o'eroometh life, 
Smile like a bridegroom on his new-made wife I 

183S. 
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TO HATDON. 

OH iBiDio Hu FAnrmn] or chubt's tucmps&l 

BHTKX niTO JUttaAUH. 

HAT great magiciaii of the emrth 
Kit thoa, 
Wbo but Buch wonden on the 
canv&s wrought f 
In npt utoiiiBhinent I gase, for 

Those heftrta aeem burtting iritii excess of 
diDught ; 
Another touch, — thoie fbimB will move and 

Proclaiming to the world tbeii nnthor'a name. 
On whom Sir Sjicophant mkj Tengeance wreak, 

But cannot pluck a tittle from hia &me I 
Wherever art or bcHooIb of art maj be, 

Hia name with thein is bound incorporate ; 
And they ghall live when that monopolj, 

A nation's shame, lies waste and deaolate. 
Art's brightest stars tbj works will ever shine — 
The Hebrew " Triumph," Haydon, shall be 
tltinel 



ITAPOLEONIC. 



^ ESIDE the lighthouse of Antibei t 
stand, 
And gazing geftmid, faintly can 

discern 
The Isle of Corsica ; — from which 
we learn 
Great men maj grow on emaHeBt specks of land : 
From that lone spot, that rockj, rugged strand, 

Napoleon came, imperioui and stem, 

The scourge of peoples and the dread of kings, 

He dealt oat vengeance with nnaparing hand ; 

Yet, as the storm bears healing on its wings, , 

So he, ontlunking, liiled meaner things, — 

Poor pvnj souls, — to think and act like men ; 

Whilst he, their idol, was the first to M ; 
O righteous sacrifice I Not knowing when 

To stop, he stroTe to bind, and found himself 
in thrall. 



NAPOLIONIO. 



f OW tomiDft weatward. There tlie 
placid baj 
That gleama between me mad Saint 
Margaerite, 
Where long m chaios die trou- 
maaked Tictim laj 1 
Here 1 dappled waten lave the pDgTim'a feet ! 
Beyond ia Cannei, where eparUing maosioiia rise, 

And folks from ^rery nation congregate — 
Poet and painter — ignorant and wi»e-— 

Mtsa of renown lay by their robes of atate I 
A motley gronp in eooth— coheiion none I 

l^ere, nearer, gtr^rgling on the coral sand, 
The aleepy Jouon basketh in the inn ! 

Napoleon, 'leaped from Elba, there did land 
To set all Europe in a gecond flame; 
And gave to Jonan's Qulfboth history and Sitae. 
An Ti BBS, Jim. 1867. 
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TO GAEIBALDI.* 



« MUSING Btood apon the beacli at Nice ! 
Behind — unseen — the tboughtleas 
world passed hj ; 
Before— the ocean, blaer than the skj. 
Its great breast heaved, and laved the 
shore in peace. 
I thought of him — the Patriot — whose increase 
Of greatness, spreads wide circling as the 

In gruteM murmurs. This his earlj home ! 
His home no more, nor couotrj — sad release — 
Strange mntabilitj I A 'stablish'd throne I — 
Italia free I His birthplace, — birthright 
gone! 
Men blame his king, and mourn the sad mis- 
chance. 
Thatlinkedfair Nice togreedy, grasping France. 

' Written within view of the house repated to have 
been the home of the great General, and probablj tho 
place in which he was bom. It is the middle one of 
three, standing at the head of Che harboar of Nice, and 
easily recognized by its being ■ story lower limn the 
other two. From the one to the eastward was flapping 
the tricolor uf Franco. 
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Tet griere not, Gtribaldi — ^Freedoin*a sun will 

sliiDe, 
And link immortallj Italians fiune to thine I 




TO GAEIBALDL^ 



n. 




HERE ! on that height, I played when 
jet a child, 
And gazed with rapture on the 

wide-spread sea, 
Mj young heart throbbing — plan- 
ning thii^ to be. 
My country was a byword, and reviled : 

The hytoi tyrant crushed it. To be free 
I^f en bravely strove, but dreamily and wild ! 
Now, now 'tis done — Italia reconciled I 

One glorious people, one most loyal king ! 
Yet here in tears I linger — there the place 
Where first I saw the light, heartsore I trace 

In hateful hues, a strange flag fluttering 1 
What some call poKcy — ^I call disgrace. 
And plunge my hands in the inviolate sea ! 
For thus I wash my soul, detested France, of thee ! 

Aktibes, Jan. 1867. 



* The second sonnet refers to the report that after the 
transfer of l{ice to France Garibaldi visited his native 

{>]ace in dis^ise, and in deep grief felt himself home- 
ess, and baSe fisurewell to Nice for ever. 
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TO MAJOR JAMBS WALTER 



ON MULLES 8 PICTUBE, 



« THE READING OF DANTE." 




ULLEB, thy paintings to mjr aoul 
reveal 
A thrilHng gladness; as when 

old friends meet, 
Clasped palm in palm they feel 
their strong hearts beat 
In unison — so I to Nature kneel 
Whilst gazing on thy picture ; for I feel 

Each graceful liner— each thoughtful touch and 

tone 
Of rare affection, purifies mine own ; 
Thus earthly love's refined by one ideal. 
Within this gentle lady*s trustftd eyes 

The poet's story has divinely wrought, 
Till from their dovelike orbs out-beam surprise, 
And new-bom rapture with her new-bom 
thought ; 



38 TO MA JOE JAMES WALTEB. 

With mind matured, well pleased, lier chosoi 

guide, 
Through Dante's deathless page leads lovin^j his 

bride. 

Oh boaxd tbx *' Niagara" steamship, 
AvguMt, 1848« 




PROMISES. 

UT little faith in promises ! for men 
Who freely promise, seldom well 
perform; 
And willingly forget thee when the 
storm 

Approaches darkly ;-»but, return again 
When genial sunshine animates the plain 

Of thy torn heart : and patronizing talk 
Of thy reverses— how they suffered pain 

Intensest for thy sake. — ^The feeble stalk 
Of a frail reed is stronger staff, than friend 

Like this to lean on : weathercock to wheel 

With every breeze, but stretch no helping hand : 

Incarnate selfishness from head to heel. 

Tve suffered much, and suffering this have learned 

The true man works in silence, where his friend's 

concerned. 

1858. 



APRIL SONNET. 
No.L 



I PRIL, though treacherous and . 



Wanton and wayward in thy 
nature, stUl 
Revealest thou thofie myBteriea 
tbatdU 
All hearts with lore's deep sympathy, and famed 

I^r blooms that odoroug balm distil. 
BirthtJme of beaut; and of poesy : 

When birds betrothed melodious from the hill 
Rain down their morning Bong of ecstasy. 
When amorous bees toy fondly with the 
flower. 
And drain its humid sweets deliriously. 

Faint with excess, in lore's delicious bower 
Softly infolded, blossom-couched he lies : 
Whilst draughts of fragrant dew oblivious sleep 
supplies. 
AprH, IBSS. 



APBIL BONWET. 
No.IL 



# PRIL, «b me ! how swiftlj chaiigci 

How KMn the month we Iotb we 

learn to hate. 
When boughs deflowered hang 
down ducoiuokte, 
And clouds of grief make dark our garden boiiie, 
WheregenialBmuhiueliDgering loved to wait; 
With joj we grafted in thj wounded rind 

The fairest branch tliat erer bhwaom bore ; 
Clasped cIom, incorporate as one ctmibiaed, 
A aewbom raptore trembled in thj core 
As budding life expanded, more uid more 
We longed to re^ the fruit ; but woke to find 
Hope in a morning bli^ted ; from the shore 
A ruthleSH wind stole with untirael; frost. 
And all thj cherished Uocm was BhriTelled, loosed, 
and lost 
j^ril, ISJS. 



SUGGESTED BY LOUGH'S "ARIEL." 

I. — Thb ScniPTo* TO THB 8pi»it. 

' TAY I O atAj, thou wondrous spirit, 

Voachsafe a while to gl&d taj raptured 

Bight, 
Nor speed thee on bo quicklj in thj 
flight; 
Rein in thy steed, which lores the twilight grey, 

Plittdng ftr ever 'twixt the day and night. 
Impulsiye fluttering with thy reatleH wings — 

Wheeling impetnotm iu the wake of li^t, 
Tilt dailnesB o'er tlie earth her mantle flings. 

What art thou, spirit, in thy tme estate. 
That thou on earth should deign to scatter blitsf 
Thou purest sprite that genins could create 1 
Thou rare embodiment of faidiiiilneBg I 
Oh I I wonM sketch thy lineaments divine. 
And every home in England make thy sacred 
shrine! 



n,— To THB Pon SCULPTOK. 

r*E thank thee, gentle Ariel, thou 

hut stayed 
Until each featoie in thy fono 

we trace 
In Unes of beauty, lime shalt 

Though he, Iconoclastic, plies hia trade ! 
Imagination's airj TisitMig fade 

Or change. Depending upon words alone 
Sad havoc with our choicest thoughts is plajed : 

They pass, we would recall them, they havi^ 
flown t 
Not so thy spirit, Ariel ; it is here. 

Spreading a radiant atmosphere around I 
The gazer's eye swims with a lustrous tear ; — 

Entranced he stands : — The place is holy 
ground. 
What Shakespeare's fancy glowingly portrayed. 
The Poet Sculptor's skill hath here immortal 

18SB. 



TO B. S. DALLAS. 

§N sculptured Htone, on stalely coluntns 
The graceful dome high lifted in the air. 
In memory of the great whose merits 

Draw forth a grateful people's honest praise; 
While laureates b;mn their deeds in sounding 
lays! 
Tet, piiW, arnb, and dome shall crumble there, 
The hero's name ilself forgotten be : 

Dust noto dust, deriding human care. 
Verse — verse alone gives immortality. 

Tme verse — true art — nndjing ftune secures, 
Whilst all beside may wither, fade sud flee, 

A sparlc from heaven, like heaven itself endures, 
Tme thought— true work — embalmed in art, 

survive, 
The glory of the dead— a joy to all alive! 
Janvan/, 1867. 



TO J. G., ON HER WEDDING DAT. 

AUGHTEH of himand lier.of irfiim 

tobe 
' A friend ie no gmall pririlc^ : faU 

Their lore ftbidea, and CMinot be 
Absorbed 
Bj those who would aurroond them with a aeo. 
Of flatter/. Sharing thor merit, thou. 
Clear in tbj spirit, clear in heart and brow ; 
Qear in tby love, as ibou wouldst have one be 
Clear of all donbtings in bis love for thee, — 

Clear be tb; Aiture u transparent now I 
I would as one who holds in memory 
The vision of a bright and beaul^al 
Toung being, seldom nad, and nerer dull, 
Utter A brief God bless thee I Maj thj life 
B^ceforlik hj love be gnarded as a leal, brave 
wife. 
AuffiatlOfiMi. 



TO FHEDBRICK LATEEILLB. 

I HERE is a BjmpBthj that poets feel ; 

There ia a joy that only poets know ; 
h A kindred gladness in a brotiier's veal, 

A kindred sadness in a brother** 

From them the tear compassionate doth flow 
With nmtosl gashings, soothing their distress ; 

Affection strong, that no reserve can bow^ 
Nor leave them in the world companionleas I 
Such are thy feelings, Fred'rick, for in thee 

Lore, truth, and justice most benignly blend 
With lofbr purpoees snpremely free ! 

Deep is the love I bear thee, worthy friend. 
For friend thou art, in winU^ hours no legs 
Than when life's summer smiles in rosieat 
loveliness I 



"NYMPH AND CMJAT." 

N MAKBLX : t. a. I,OUOH, 

PAVE patience, mischief! wliibt I 
wreallte yuur brow, 
I Your honu, jour ears, joar nec^ f 
I do now. 
With lekTes nnbdiag from inmxirttil 

That in El^BiB grow ; the gods to please t 
yfhi knows but in the ag«B jet to be, 
Struck with the paitorvl loves of jan and me, 
Some genius guided sole bj nature's rules, 
Undwarfed by cramping teaching of the schools. 
Maj learn our frien^hip in the gUdes and groTef . 
And tell in art the story of our loves P 
JuBt B8 we are, enraptored, all alone, 
Grandly transfignred into breathing stone ; 
Placed high above the passions of the hind. 
To charm for evermore intelligent mankind. 
18TS. 
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^'OW sweet the gtillneBg of the autumn 

i How soft the cushion of the velvet 

On which recline the vagrant brother- 

Of wandering gipsies — knowing not the Ion 
Of honse or home, whilst curtained bj the fern, 

Boofed bj Ihe spreading branches of the trees. 
Through whose quaint interlacing they discern 
The broken.radifiDce of the sun — or leant 

The movemeDtsof the stairy host by night, 
And slumber sofUy nt^eltered from the breeze. 
Hushed by the murmurs of the far off seas, 

But promptly waking with the dawning light. 
Begin ^e aimless loiter of their lives. 
Untaxed they pilfer, feed, and swarm as bees in 



\^:t^y 



TO VB& hOUGH. 




Aod fahli in lore UkAs bi^t in Ika's ejvi. 
And her fond tmf band*! tSatt look RpBs, 
Tmlj and jwoudlj, " Iha need not ftar 
WUlrt my itning arm and sheltering kne are 
near." 
What hH beoi mnat be, pareata mmt re^n 
Their deareat idol to another** care. 

Thj mother'! pai^, retribattve u thine ! 
Who raffen lore, iniut love's nreet auff itt iu gs 
bear. 
And bear them jojonidj. 'Tia still decreed 
The wtrid is bi^t widi flowers, where love and 
honour lead. 

1653. 



TO SIR JOHN AND LADT KEY. 

OH THB ASNlVBBeAKr OF IHKIK HABBIAGK. 

f HBICE Beven jetas of ardent life bad 
pUBed 
With all the eagemeBS of huojuit 

Ripening to manhood ; thirsting for 
the truUi, 
And lojalt; and love of woman, cast 

In the monld of beaut;. And Boon in sooth 
Thj cheriehed hopes were compasBed, very Cast 
Ibj heart beat with ita new triumph. 
Uuconth 
And dread imaginings were caft aside ; 
Th}' Bool's fond idol stood thj bliuhing bride, 
And has for aeaaons more than I dare name 
Th; consolation been ; ever b; tbj side, 

To cheer thee with devotion's steadj Hame. 
In calm prosperity thj jo j and guide, 
She changed not with the rarying fickle tide 
Of popular applause. Through storm and strife 
She shone for evermore the blessing of thj life. 
THOKNDDBy, 1B53. 
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to the memory op james 

logej:. 

HE tolling bell soonds ftintly from the 
hDl, 
As winding slowly through the sflent 

vale, 
The dark procesuon moves beneath 
a veil 
Of dismal clonds, which gloomy thoughts instil. 
And hearts bereaved with sacred sadness fill : 
The sable garb — ^the cheeks so ashy pale. 
The eyes which shed no simulated tear, 

Express the deep emotions that prevail ! 
When friends are gone whose memories are dear, 
Their forms frmiliar often reappear 

l^d scenes discordant ; festive, blythe, or gay ; 
And with their presence £11 the mental eye ! 

*Tis thus, departed friend, thy name will stay 
Deep graven on our hearts, it can but with us die. 




BLAOKHBATH. 

e those lol^ str^ns 
of hjrmning praise, 
That chun inatinctiTeljr the w&n- 

dermg ear ? 
Now faintly flowing — now melo- 
dioas, dear, 
la graceful modulations ; lite the lays 

Of earnest worshippers the Alps among ; 
Or those stem-hearted, God-befnended men, 
Wlio for the /aith, made Scotlaud, hill and glen, 
A temple vocal wi^ divinest song — 
Unfaltering right curbing despotic wrong. 
Even here, the lewd are stayed with solemn words. 
Listen I that Toice some precious truth aSerdB ; 

" Beware the tempter I — Be in Virtue strong I — 
Wine cannot Boothe — it bids fierce passion rage; 
O nurse tbine oQ of youth to feed thy lamp of 
aget" 




PEBE LA CHAISE. 
f OCK not the """"»^ anj <»ie maj 
To ahow reaped to dear friends 

pUBod KWKJ ; 

The pulling heart moat tun to 

But He who nude it, never will refiue 

The oflering of the lonl deront, and nuj 
Accept the ctutoin, uactitjf the dm 

Of »jmboU offered on the shriDe of death — 
Mortal immortelt fading ererj hour. 

And melting in the conunon air like breath. 

Though falM the doctrine, thej who hold the 
taith 
Sincerely, working in ita li^t with power. 

The Haul SuraaME will jndge 'twixt thou and 

Whilst Charitj, in aoAest accents, taith — 

"Judge geutlf, mortal man, lest thou th^BelT 
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TO COMPANIONS IN TEAVEL, WITH 

THE POEMS or LONGFELLOW. 

I, dear fKettds, for fitting phrase wa 
seek 
To tell 700 til the gratitude we feel 
For many acta of kindness, hearty zeal, 
And truest sympathy. O words are weak. 
And will not to ourselves our thoughts reveal ; 
Therefore, of friendship let the Poet speak — 
The high-sonled Poet of the far-offWest — 
Whose lofty langnage soars where eagles rest, 
And gilds with glorious thought each Alpine peak; 
Or falling, dewlike, on the verdant sward, 

His Terse prolific pleasant thoughts suggest 

think and feel that then your friends are heard; 

And what to yon seems worthiest, wisest, best; 

Is but what friendship feels, by pen inspired 

expressed. 




DAUPHINY ALPS— GRAND 
CHABTBEUSE. 

£ maryelloas clifSi — je evezlastiiig 
hiUfl 
Pointiiig to heayea ; like princely 

warders stand : 
Within jour shade I reyerentlj 
bend, 
Where flowery bloom the air with fragrance fills; 
And Ta|es made musical bj clamouring rills 

SwdliDg the torrent in its <Urk«b7«.; 
Within whose depths the warm sun seldom shines 
Through the dense foliage of mountain pines : 

Yet all around a Son has shone, I wis ; 
For here Saint Beuno raised an altar throne, 

And left his mark unfadingly in this 
Lone vale! By running streams, on jutting 
stone- 
On loftiest crag with coronet of moss, 
Is lifted high o'er all the ever sacred cross. 

1865. 





SACRED. 



'* Blessings be •mth. them and eternal praise. 
Who gave ns nobler loves and nobler cares ; 
The poets, who on earth have made ns heirs 

Of Tmth and pare delight, by heavenly lays." 

WOBDSWOBTH. 




THE LOED'S PEAYEB. 

UR Fktber wlio in heaTen art, 
Tfajnunefor ever hallowed be: 
Thj kingdom come — Thj iriO be 

As 'tis in heaven — on earth uA 



Give DB each dajr onr daily bre«d, 
And all OUT treHpSBBea fbrgivej 

As we forgiTe the trespasBera, 
Who make it yery hard to live. 

Lord, gnard as frtxn temptation Htron^, 
And ttoai all evil na deliver ; 

For Thine the power and kingdom is, 

And glory ever, and for ever ! 
1875. 
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HYMN ON FOUNDING A SCHOOL 
OR CHURCH.1 

GOD of Life, at Whose command 
The wondrous world from chaos 
came; 

Through countless years, 
The rolling spheres 
Thy glory and Thy power proclaim. 

O Grod of Love, when man rebelled, 
And wildly wandered far from Thee, 

Thy heart did yearn 

For his return. 
Repentant — ^pardoned — Ablest and free. 

O God of Grace, though lost — corrupt 
In word and work, in heart and brain, 

The streaming flood 

Of Jesu's blood 
Has power to cleanse from every stain. 



'. From " Lyra Britamuca." 



Witt gntefiil heirta, O Lord, to Thee, 
W« would in euuestwork engage; 

To teach Th j trntk 

To wajward yonth. 
And coiuolation bring to age. 

Do Thou, Ood, our efibrta bless. 
To plant and ipread Thy word divine 

Bj vale and hill. 

With all our skill I 
And tS the glory, Lord, be Thine. 



A MORNING HYMN. 

t LL praise, mj Fadier, be to Thee, 
Who through the night haat guarded 
me, 
' And spread before my waking eyes 
The grass]' vales and azure skies. 

I see Thy bounty in tlie plains. 
Where lavish love in beauty reigns ; 
From for beyond the peaks of snoir, 
Thy living streams of mercy flow. 

When weak with woe and sore oppressed, 
How sweet to lay us down to reat. 
In humble faith that Christ our Lord 
Will lift the weight, or strength afford. 

For weary months upon my bed 
Thy care anstained my troubled head I 
Absu^^ the grief— -allayed the pain 
Of aching heart and restless brun. 

As now far up the cloudless sky 
The glorious sun ascends on high. 
And sheds his beams upon the plain. 
To swell the thiit and gild the grain: 



360 A MORNING HYMN. 

So from Thy Son our Lord, whose home 
Encirdes all the stanj dome, 
Come rajs of loye in affluence given 
To ripen goals for Him and Heayen. 

1873. 







FOR HIGHEK LIFK 

OME, Spirit of the living Lord, 
As come the summer breezes ; 
Revive in me the latent word. 
The WORD that ever pleases. 

Come plaj around this stubborn heart, 

So chill within mj bosom ; 
Destroy the hard, the ic j part. 

And make it bud and blossom. 

O make it bud with holy thought, 
And bloom in human kindness ; 

So ripening into deed, be brought 
To clear the soul from blindness : — 

That blindness which on thoughtless youth 

Is ever close attendant ; — 
The film remove — ^make Love and Truth 

Be seen in the ascendant : 

Ascending higher, higher still. 

By light of Qospel story ; 
Till earthly thoughts and human will 

Are lost in heavenly glory. 



No. L 

H Lord, on this Thy holy day 

L I upwud wend my weary way, 

' My HOal upi^u^; as I clunb, 

Wd snowy alpine Ikeights 

snblime. 

That these high steps may be to me 
Like stairways leading. Lord, to Thee. 

As high the slippery paths I tread. 
Be high the thoughts that fill my head ; 
May they be like Thy gUiuers pure, 
And like the eternal rocks endure 1 
Thou only art my hope and stay. 
Oh guide and guard me on mj way. 



AMONG THE ALPS. 

sro.n. 

I ROM thii greet Alp I gaze, aod see 
^ No liTmg thing to gladden me, 
Like jonder peak, or this ioae bee, 
Lord, I feel alone with Thee! 

Alone with Thee in word and tbongfat. 
In cloM and iweet communion bronght. 
Thuugh nn mj life has imdXj mmred, 
. Like rockif nonntamB torrent Bcarred. 

Without Thee, loneliness were death, 
I feel Thee in the glacier'i breath, 



Some diatant chimei bo dear and iweet 
Direct me where Titj people meet. 
I hate their form, jet join the prajer, 
And tnut, O Lord, to meet Thee there. 



AT LAUSANNE. 

PAJtK! the erening belle are ringing 
O'er the lake, bo sweet and clear, 
> Hark die chorna ! — peaaauta sing- 
ing— 
Distant nov — now seeming near ; 
" Londlj sing, as dajlight closes, 
Sweet the rest that night imposes." 

Stars b^iin to glimmer ^utl/, 
Deeper, darker grows the ereu ; 

Pilgrims wending, slow and ssintlj. 
Lift thsir voice of praise to Heayen, 

" Men maj hate ni, scorn, n^lect tu ! 

In onr wandering, Lord, protect us I" 

O'er the hills the mom is breaking. 

Fringing all the doads with gold — 
Mjriad unging<birds awaking. 

Showering song o'er wood and wold. 
Night by night repeats the stotj, 
. Daj bjr day rere^ the glory I 
186S. 



PRATER, 

I ORMENTED mortal, dij ibj tetn. 
Heed not the wound that stiiigs 
thy claj, 
Hope sweetlj Emiles, when ^tb 
iqipean 
And pBaainn conquered kneels to pr%j. 
Attendant angeLi luUming wait, 

To bear the trembling prajer on high; 
Its whiipera leap the uure gate, 
And rapture ring* along the akj I 

Bj prayer the tzwkleu sea of thongfat 

A glittering golden path ii made. 
Through which the wandering ipirit's bronf^ 

To Christ, of light the living Head : 
There hosts redeemed in glory ihine, 

And pealing Hallelojaha raise 
To Hui the Saviodb all Divine, 

And prayer is drowned in songs of prwe. 

Dr. HjUultoh's " Ezcblsiob," 18S6. 



THE DAUGHTER OP JAmUS. 



D ALlTHAr Tslitbiil young beantifbl 
toaidenl 
TalitlMl TRlitba t aronae thee, 

Awake, and bring joy to these hearts 
sorrow laden. 
Kind friends all so loving, — bo Bad for thy sake. 

Tslitha I Talitha t maiden most beautiful, 
Maiden ! TalitHa I I bid thee arise I 

Arise nnresistingly, yieldingly, dutiful ; 
Beautiful, duti&l, open thine eyes I 

Hushed were all Toices ; the silence oppressive 
Hung like a cnrtun in blackness and gloom, 

Hoping, yet doubting, alternate, escesaive, 
PrevaUed in this terrible calm of the tomb^ 

"Too late t ab, too late I to the voice of the 
Teacher 
Tfae heart is itone-stiffened ; clay closed are the 

ears I 



366 THE DAUGHTER OF JAISU& 

No voice, however potent, no wise word can resell 
her, 
No power can reopen her fimntain of tean ! ^ 

ChiB fonn, and Ohb only, yields not to the 
grieving, 
Now openly ottered in sobbings and sighs ! 
Hb knew her pale palms fiom his own were re- 
ceiving 
The pulsings which soon would awakoi suprise ! 

Why start they f why gaze they f transfixed in 
their wonder ! 

Talitha awakens I she smiles as of yore ! 
The black seal of death has beoi broken asonder, 

Talitha has risen ! — believers adore. 

1877. 




MAETYRDOM. 

HY died tbe Lord upon the cross ? 
Wbj was He hanged upon the 
tree? 
Most strange that darkness, death, 
and loss 
Shonld light, and life, and blessing be. 

He died not as the martjr dies. 
In test of zeal and proof of faith ; 

But as a bleeding sacrifice. 

To conquer sin hj sinless death. 

The nails 1 the thorns I the piercing spear, 
Evoked no hopeless, helpless crj ! 

Triumphant over grief and fear, 
He taught ns how to dare and die. 

To dare for Truth the tTraut's j'oke. 
For Libertj the rock and chain : 

Those who woold dwarf the soul, provoke 
The vengeance of a Saviour slain. 



368 MASTYSDOM. 

To barter Truth for ease or wealth. 
To live on earth a living lie ! — 

For mental life and spirit health — 
Than living thus, *twere life to die 

Xo weapons have the power to kill 
The martyrs suffering for the Tmth : 

Their souls released surround us stiU, 
And flounsh in immortal youth. 

For Qod I for Christ they bear the shame — 
The scoff — the taunt— the biting rod ! 

Proud to be worthy of the name 
Of martyrs suffering for their God. 

Thus dying, they to all bequeathed 
A heritage which all should give. 

Untainted, pure and freely breathed I 

They perished that the Truth might live. 

From seed thus- sown in &ith and love 
Spring harvests of the living bread; 

The world was lost with Christ alive, 
Now all is Life by Jesus dead I 






THE WAYSIDE CROSS 



AMONG THE TOSGES MOUNTAINS. 



HAT wayside cross upon the hill, 
How desolate when winds blow chill, 
And clouds their icj tears distil ! 



A simple cross so high and lone. 
Of rudest form and roughest stone. 
Where plaintive winds perpetual moan. 

And moaning there rise manj a sigh 
From heavy hearts — ^the weeping eye 
Unheeded by the passer by I 

Here wasted forms with matted hair ; 
Victims of passion, in despair 
Would shuffle off their robe of care. 






A robe wrought in the living loom, 
Where every flower of life might bloom. 
Now shrouded by the clouds of doom. 

The lorn, the lost, in rage and pain 
For succour fly to it, and rain 
Their burning tears to cool the brain ! 

B B 



370 THE WAYSIDE CROSS. 

Soul-sick and weary, sad and weak. 
With tottering gait and channelled cheek : 
God grant the comfort that thej seek ! 

And will they find it f Who can tell — 
Whilst love supreme and mercy dwell 
Where hearts with thoughts repentant swell ? 

Oh, will they find it f Who dare say 
That He the Just will mercy stay, 
When thus forlorn, His children pray ? 

Though fierce corroding sin oppressed, 
The shelter gained, the sin confessed, 
The sinner may be shriyed and blessed. 

It may be folly, but it steals 

Like balm into their heart, and heals 

When conscience roused, its stain reveals. 

** The creed is fidse I" — it may be true. 

But true or false, if it subdue 

The wrong in them, *iis right and true. 

Lo ! here the profligate and vile. 
Depraved and outcast, for a while 
May find a home, and learn to smile ! 

The reckless outlaw's last resource, 
Victim and villain — ^with remorse, — 
May faint and falter in his course ! 

And here the weeping Magdalene, 
Upon the mountain top unseen. 
May clasp the cross and rise serene ! 



THE WAYSIDE CROSS. 371 

In every scene of gain or loss, 

In this great world of pitch and toss, 

'Tis well for men to mark the cross. 

With holy zeal, where crosses stand 
In town, on tower, or moimtain land, 
Their spirit makes the heart expand. 

Blest emblems of a faith divine, 
Like beacons on a hill they shine ! 
Accept the truth, adopt the sign ! 

They point to heaven, the spirit's goal, 
They cheer the heart, exalt the soul, j 
And make the wounded spirit whole. 

Methinks I see an angel there, 
Listening, with outspread wings to bear 
On high the penitential prayer. 

All glory be to Grod, since they 

So late cast down, rise bright and gay, 

And pass rejoicing on their way ! 

The curtain of the clouds is riven, 

The cross is smit with rays from heaven. — 

Our God in light has answer given I 
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NOTES. 

latroduciory Note from the Hixtory of the Fairfax 
family. 

' 0M£ two years after the publication of 
Sir Rauh de Rains and IdLiAK 
Gbbi, mj friend Mim Oakley, who 

had been reading tbe life of the gre&t 
LoBD Fairfax, drew ray attention to 
_ ; in the work, which I here append, 
showing, as it does, how nearly a work, purelj 
imaginative, may approach circumstances and 
ereuts which hare absolutely occurred, and are 
hiatoricallj vouched for.— F. B. 

" A noteworthy story attached to the marriage 
of'tbe second Sin William Fairfax. In the 
lowland, some four miles away from Steeton.near 
the junction of the rivers Ouse and Wharfe, stood 
the very small but ancient Cistercian Nnnnery of 
Appleton, which was presided over by the last 
abbess, the Lady Anna Langton. A young 
lady named Isabella Thwaites, wbo was an 
orphan, and a great heiress, had been placed 
under the gnardianghip of Nunappleton Abbess. 
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She had been allowed to visit Mends in the 
neighbourhood, and she and yonng William Fair- 
fax loved each other. But the scheming abbess 
had other views for her young ward. She forbade 
the Fairfax lover to approach the nunnery, and 
confined her ward within its walls. At last an 
order was obtained firom higher authorities to re- 
lease the girl. But even then it was found neces- 
sary to make a forcible entry into the nunnery ; 
and Isabel was carried off in triumph, to be 
married to young Fairfax at Bolton Abbst. 

'* This was a most fortunate and auspicious 
union, and from it descended all the statesmen 
and warriors, scholars and poets, who rendered 
famous the ancient house of Fairfax. Long after- 
wards, when the family was less prosperous, there 
was an old Yorkshire saying : — 

" ' Fairfax shall regain 

The glory that has fled, 
When Steeton once again 

Nunappleton shall wed.' 

** Isabel Thwaites brought to her husband the 
estates of Denton and Ashworth, in beautiful 
Wharfedale, and those of Bishop Hill and Davy 
Hall, within the walls of York. 

" Sir William Fairfax, of Steeton, lived for many 
years with his beautiful Isabel, and was a very 
influential knight in Yorkshire. He joined the 
Pilgrimage of Grace; yet, long afterwards, 
Henry VIII. addressed him as 'his trusty and 
well-beloved knight.' It was a remarkable retri- 
bution that Nunappleton, where fair Isabel had 
been so ill used by the abbess, should, at the Re- 
formation, have been granted to the Fairfaxes on 



NOTES. ^11 

December 5th, 1542. The same hard, mifeeling 
Anna Langton had to surrender her nmmer j to 
Thomas and Guy, the young sons of Sir William 
and Isabel, who pulled down the religious build- 
ings and erected a house out of part of the mate- 
rials. An old stone with * Guido Fairfax ' carved 
upon it, now forms part of the bridge over the 
stream that flows into the Wharfe at Nun- 
appleton.'' 

Note 1. Page 26. 
Sir Ralph de Rayne and Lilian Grey. 

(Page 25.) 

[The Author thanks Mrs. Nicholson, widow of Dr. 
Nicholson, so long the beloved Bector of the Abbey 
Church, for many useful hints, and would express 
his obligations to the friends who supplied other in- 
formation.] 

The Society of Noviomagus was founded in 
consequence of a small party of Fellows of the 
Society of Antiquaries having agreed to make an 
excavation at Holwood, near Keston, in Kent, on 
the spot which was supposed by Stillingfleet and 
other antiquaries to be the Roman station of 
Noviomagus, mentioned in the Itinerary of Anto- 
ninus. 

About a quarter of a mile from the Roman 
works called ** Caesar's Camp ** is a tumulus, 
known even at the present day as the "War 
bank,'* and here the party commenced operations. 
They discovered the foundations of a temple and 
several ancient stone coffins, Roman remains, &c. 
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These were described in a paper read before the 
Society of Andqnaries on the 27th November, 
1828, by Mr. Alfred J. Kempe, followed hj 
another paper by T. Crofton Groker. Mr. 
Bahnanno and Mr. W. H. Brooke were also 
present. 

After a meeting of the Society of Antiquaries 
on the 11th December, 1828, a small party inte- 
rested in the matter adjonmed to Cork Street, 
Burlington Grardens, and a society, '^ to be called 
the Society of Noviomagus,** was then and there 
instituted. The following week, the same party 
being present, these were elected : — 

T. Crofton Croker . President 

A J. Kempe . . . Vice-President 

Robert Lemon . . Treasurer. 

H. Brandreth . . . Poet Laureate. 

W. H. Brooke . . Principal Artist in Ordinary. 

Bobert Balmanno Secretary, pro tern. 

John Bouse . . . Usher of the Black Bod. 

Subsequently the following gentlemen were 
elected : — 

W. Jordan .... Father Ck>nfessor. 
W. H. Bosser . . Secretary. 
J. Bowyer Nicholls . Typoera]|^er. 
Ber. J. Lindsay . . Chamberlain. 
Sir William Betham . Genealogist 
J. H. Planch6. . . Dramatist 
Thomas Saunders . Attorney-General. 
W. J. Thoms, F. S. A. Notes and Queries. 
William Wansey,F.S. A. The Fishmonger. 
F. W. Fairholt, F. S. A The Draughtsman. 

They met eyery Thursday evening, after leav- 
ing Somerset House, at some convenient place in 
the neighbourhood, to partake of a supper, which, 
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in those primitiye days, consisted of Welsh rare- 
bits, potatoes and butter, Glenlivat whisky, 
lemons, and sugar ; and, at the close of the ses- 
sion, a trip was arranged to Keston Cross or some 
other place of interest. 

The members at the time the Legend was pub- 
lished were : — 

TheLordHigh President S. C. Hall, F.S.A. 
The Baronet .... Sir F. G. Moon, Bt., F.S.A. 
The Architect. . . . George Godwin, F.S.A. 
The Physician , . . Dr. Stevenson, F.S.A. 
The American Minister Henry Stevens, F.S.A. 
The Sculptor .... Joseph Durham, F.S.A. 
The ex-Sheriff . . . Charles Hill, F.S.A. 
The Librarian . . . Joshua W. Butterworth, 

F.S.A. 
The Photographer . . Dr. Hugh Diamond, F.S.A. 

The Friar Edwin H. Lawrence, F.S.A. 

The Absentee . . . Charles Batcliffe, F.S.A. 
The Associate . . . Wm. Chaffers (late), F.S.A. 

Thirteen being the original number of members 
enrolled, continueis a rule of the brotherhood. 

The list of members remains the same this year 
(1877), with the exception of The Babonet — 
deceased; and the Associate — retired. But, 
with the addition of — 

The Merchant . . . Charles. J. Leaf, F.S. A. 

The State Physician . Dr. Richardson, F.S.A. 

The Public Orator . . Wyke Bayliss, F.S.A. 

The Book Worm . . George Bullen, F.S.A. 

The number is therefore now fifteen, which is^ 
in perfect accordance with the understanding 
that a law broken, is the law observed! 
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Note 2. Page 27. 

''Martyr AWatCs Town;' also ''Ahhej Church:' 
(Pages 27 and 28.) 

In respect of situation there are few abbeys in 
England superior to that of St. Albans, stand- 
ing as it does, so grandly on the side of a hill, 
surrounded by a large extent of richly varied 
and interesting landscape. On the other side of 
the Yer are the gentle slopes of ancient Verulam, 
and beyond and around are lovely heights coyered 
with noble woods, producing effects of beauty and 
richness of effect probably unequalled. An old 
rhjrme says : — 

'< When Verulam stood, 
St. Albans was a wood ; 
Now Vemlam's down, 
St. Albans is a town." 

Note 3. Pages 27 and 28. 

St. Albans and Verulam. 

The finest view of St. Albans is obtained from 
the south side, on the raised ground, where still, 
in the ruins of the massy walls, may be traced 
the power of the Romans, the once mighty con- 
querors of the world, and the extent of the 
ancient and great city of Verulam, from which 
St. Alban went forth to the grassy slopes of the 
opposite hill, resolved and willing to die as the 
first British martjrr to the faith in Christ. From 
this eminence, the site of ancient Verulam, the 
view is one of picturesque beauty. Where St. 
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Alban shed his blood, rises in majestic grandeur 
the venerable Abbey Church, surrounded, or 
nearly so, by the modem town of St. Albans. 
The little river Ver, from which the ancient 
city took its name, meanders graceftillj through 
the valley, until it joins the Colne, some four 
miles to the south-east. In the summer time, 
the fertile fields of waving com, the green 
meadows, and the sylvan scenery, complete a 
picture which the mind cannot contemplate with- 
out pleasurable emotion. — ^Mason. 

The Holy Alban was slain because he had 
sheltered, and allowed to escape. Amphibolous, a 
deacon of the Christian Church, and brought 
upon himself the death from which he had 
rescued his finiend. Many churches were built, 
and dedicated to the name of the proto-martyr, 
notably St. Alban's, Wood Street, which was 
built by Ojffa, King of the Mercians, and used as 
his chapel, being contiguous to his palace in 
London. 

Note 4. 

Lilian Grey. (Page 28.) 

Edmond, Earl of Kent, was originally Lord 
Grey of Ruthyn, and created Earl by Edward IV. 
He Had a son, Sir Anthony Grey, whose mother 
was daughter of Henry Percy, Earl of Northum- 
berland. It has been stated that he was killed 
at the battle of St. Albans ; this, however, is 
doubted : some confusion having arisen between 
Grey of Ruthyn and Sir John Grey of Groby, 
killed in the battle, fighting on the side of Lan- 
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caster; and his widow, EUzabeth WoodviUe, 
became the Qaeen of Edward IV. — ^Db. Nichol- 

80M. 

The precise relationship of Lilian Grey to 
these noble houses, it is difficult now to deter- 
mine. 

Note 5. 

Gorhambury and St. Michael. (Page 28.) 

On the floor is the brass effigy of Banff 
(Ralph) Rowlott, merchant of the Staple at 
Calais, an ancient company of foreign merchants, 
incorporated by Edward 111. He was the lineal 
ancestor of Sarah, Duchess of Marlborough. 
The estates of Grorhambury and Sandridge, with 
others, had been granted to him by Henry YIIL 
at the dissolution of the monastery. His son 
dying, his two daughters became co-heiresses. 
Mary or Margery, the eldest, inherited Gorham- 
bury, and married John Maynard, Esq., of 
Easting, in the county of Essex, who sold the 
whole of his estate in the neighbourhood of St. 
Albans to Sir Nicholas Bacon, Knight, afterwards 
Lord Keeper of the Great Seal in the reign of 
Queen Elizabeth. Bacon was buried in St. 
Michael's Church. 

The ancient Wailing Street seems to have 
passed a little to the southward of St. MichaeVs 
Church, and led past Gorhambury, the residence 
of the Earl of Verulam, where a- portion of the 
ruins of the mansion of Robert de Gorham, and 
where Lord Bacon resided, may still be seen. — 
De. Nicholson. 
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Note 6. 
^^ From' SopwelVs cloisters,** (Page 28.) 

Matthew Paris relates that two women haying 
entered on a recluse life in a hut which they had 
constructed near the river, the abbot built a house 
for their better accommodation, placing therein 
thirteen sisters under the rule of St. Benedict. 
As the first two women used to dip their dry 
bread in the water of a neighbouring spring, the 
place was called Sopwell, or Sop in the Well. 

Books were printed at St. Albans as early as 
the year 1480. The first treatise on hunting 
which ever issued fi:om the press was the " Boke 
of Saint Alban,** written by Dame Juliana Bams 
(otherwise Bemers), the Prioress of Sopwell, 
and printed in the monastery, 1486, a copy of 
which is in the collection of Earl Spencer, and 
another in the University Library, Cambridge. 
It is divided into three sections : one on hunting, 
one on fishing, and one on coat armour — a curious 
study for a nun. — Db. Nicholson^s History, 

Note 7. 

** Should seek the Abbey Church:' (Page 28.) 

In 1077, Paul, of the Abbey of Caen, in Nor- 
mandy, ivas appointed to preside over St. Albans, 
and within eleven years constructed the greater 
part of the Abbey Church. He was powerfully 
assisted by his kinsman Lanfiranc, Archbishop of 
Canterbury, who was succeeded by Anselm, Abbot 
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of Bee. The new church was magnificently dedi- 
cated on the 5th of the Kalends of January, 1115, 
by Geoffrey, Archbishop of Rouen, assisted by 
Robert, Bishop of Lincoln, Roger of Sarum, Ralph 
of Durham, and Richard of London, and many 
more abbots, in the presence of King Henry L, 
Matilda his Queen, and many earls, barons, nobles 
— iQustrious personages of whom the number is 
unknown because of the multitude ; on which day 
all remained feasting and rejoicing in the Court of 
St. Alban, the blessed Protomartyr of the English. 
— BucKLBB*8 History^ p. 5, &c. 

Note 8. 

«* Miller's lake-lihe damr (Page 32.) 

'* Many buildings in the occupation of the Abbey 
stood in its immediate vicinity : the Grange and 
the Mill were ranged towards the west, and ex- 
tended over a considerable 8ur&ce,and large tracts 
of land, including the orchards, pasturage, and fish- 
pools stretched along the southern side, supply- 
ing by their various stores the constant demands 
of hospitality, contributing in no small degree to 
the character and splendour of the domain.** — 
BucKLBB*s History y p. 166. 

Note 9. 

'* Old heathen Vertdam^ whose stones" (Page 32.) 

Matthew Paris expressly records the fact that 
the ruins of Verulam were resorted to for supply- 
ing materials for the re-edification of the church. 
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The evidence seeois irresistible that the material 
was not made for the Church of St. Albans, but 
that the budding inis to some extent designed to 
suit the materials. The bricks and tiles were 
doubtless formed eight centuries before the time 
when they were used to construct a Christian 
church, and may have been taken from the theatre 
or the temple of the gods. From the foundation 
to the uppermost courses of the walls, eren to the 
parapet of the tower, is of tile construction. Yeru- 
lam, with the additka of some portions of the old 
SiuEcm chorcfa, whkh was wholly destroyed, served 
tacoDstniet the new building of the Abbey Church. 
The bricks were vay large, measuring 16 X 12 
X 1^ ; and one discovered on the site of Yerulam, 
and preserved at Oaklands, w^hs 31 lbs. — Cim- 
densedfrom Bucxlsk*8 HUtory^ p. 9(2, &c. 

Note 10. 

'' The stately cekmrn.'' (PflgH 33.) 

The most reillArkable instance of at|tempting to 
harmonize the diihrent periods of lUK^hiteeture 
occurs in the eighth pillar from the west end on 
the north side of the nave. The broa4 members 
in the front, and in one reveal, have beep formed 
with segments of circles, and the int0rmediate 
angles sloped off— a rude resemblance of the clus- 
tered columns opposite, and at the west end — but 
the attempt was not sufficiently encouraging to be 
persisted in, and the mutilated column remains, as 
it was left, unfinished by the workmen. — ^Bucklbb's 
History, p. 144. 

c c 
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Note 11. 

*' The itaiely column's ebutered stoner (Page 33.) 

Here we observe the Norman or Romanesque 
style of the twelfth centurj, the Early English or 
first (Gothic style of the thirteenth century, and 
the Decorated style of the fourteenth centuiy. 
The place on the north series of arches, wh^re 
the Norman ends and the Grothic begins, deserves 
notice. The clustered Early English pillaK» ef 
the sixth arch of the nave spring ovt oflib^ mas> 
sive Norman pier. — ^M^on. 

Note 12. 

*^ And pierced the neck of Ralph de RayneJ'* 

(Page 85.) 

The first battle of St. Albans was fought on the 
23rd May, 1455, between Henry VI. and Richard, 
Duke of York. A strong party, led by the Earl 
of Warwick, burst into the town with great shout- 
ing, and overcame the royal army, which lost heart 
and Red. The king, finding himself alone, and de- 
serted, and wounded in the neck by an arrow, took 
refiige in a small cottage occupied by a baker, 
where he was found by the Duke of York, who 
with all courtesy conducted the crestfallen 
monarch fir^t to the Abbey, and next day to 
London. — Mason. 

Note 13. 

" The Priest in grand array of stated (Page 38.) 

In the British Museum there is a picture 
headed *' The Parliament holden at Westminster 



the fourth of Feb., the third yeare of our Sotc- 
reigne Lord King Henry the 8th, a.b. 1672," 
during the rule of Abbot Ramayge, in which the 
figure and dress of each ecclesiastic dignitary ore 
depicted: abbots of least note lead the proces- 
sion two and two first, and then those of higher 
dignity, the Abbot of Tewkeebury and the Prior 
of Coventry leading, and the Abbots of St. Albans 
and Westminster are the last pair. 

All the abbots, with two exceptions, have the 
same dresa — a plain cassock and cap with an 
ample robe of purple, having folds behind as a 
hood. None of the abbots wear mitres. The 
bishops wear the same simple caps as the abbots, 
and only the archbishops, who close the proces- 
sion, wear the mitre.^NiCHOLSOH, 

Robert de Gorhaiu was the first abbot on whom 
the mitre was conferred, and the Abbots of St. 
Albans were authorized by the Pope to take 
precedence of all others in England. — ■Mason's 



" Wheregreat Duke Hvmphrey liea in stale." 
(Page 38.) 

Humphrey, Duke of Gloucester, who died at 
Bury, February 28th, 1447, was buried in ths 
Church of St. Albans, where a superb monumt 
was erected to his memory. He was fourth a 
youngest son of Henry TV., and Protector of f 
Kiogdora during the minority of his nephe 
Henry VI. 

The iron grating is generally considered to 



388 h'OTEB. 

of a date prior to the erection of the momiment, 
and was intended to gire to pilgrims, and other 
▼iaitors in ^e aisle, a riew of the shrine in the 
centre of the Feretory, or Saint's ChapeL 

Duke Hnmpihrej founded the Divinity School 
at Oxford, and commenced the collection of books 
which formed the nucleus of the Bodleian Library; 
tiiough all, sare two, of the books presented by 
him were destroyed by the Visitors in the time of 
Edward VI. 

The story of his death — ^murder rather — at 
Bury St. Edmunds, and ^e details of the removal 
of his body to St. Albans, were published by the 
Camden Society in 1856. 

Note 15. 

'* HU left hand held a feathery palm.'' (Page 39.) 

On the 6th December, L539, the king's com- 
missioners came to St. Albans, when the fortieth 
abbot, Bichard Boreman, alias De Stevenache, 
signed a deed of surrender, and deHrered up the 
seal of the monastery, which is now in the British 
Museum. It is made of ivory, and represents St. 
Alban holding in his hand a branch of the palm- 
tree. — ^Mason. 

Note 16. 

Shrine. (Page 39.) 

Abbot Geofirey, inihe fifth year of his pre- 
lacy, commenced a glorious shrine of manrellous 
workmanship for the Blessed Alban, our patron. 
.... And he made it of hammered work raised 
and brought out, and he filled in the hollows with 
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Cement, and completed the elegance of the whole 
body of the shrine by a steeply raised ridge, and 
this still further beautified the whole. 

And when all the parts of the shrine were 
thus handsomely executed, he had the whole 
richly gilt, so that they rather appeared to be of 
gold than silver. From the ancient treasury of 
the church jewels were brought forth for its deco- 
ration — one sardonyx being of such size that it 
could scarcely be held in one hand, and none 
other was like unto it. This unrivalled stone was 
given to the church by King Etheldred, the 
father of Edward, the most pious king of England. 
All being prepared, the remains of the Holy Alban 
were duly translated thereunto on the anniversary 
of the festival of St. Peter. — Condensed from 
BucKLBB^s History^ p. 48, ^c. 

Note 17. 
'* Till glancing on the Holy Rood:' (Page 39.) 

In the time of Abbot William of Trumping- 
ton, Master Walter de Colchester, then Sacrist, an 
incomparable painter and sculptor, erected a 
loft or pulpitam in the middle of the church, with 
its great Rood and Mary and John, and other 
carvings and handsome decorations, at the cost 
of the Sacristy, but by the diligence of his own 
labour. 

The altar was solemnly dedicated by John, 
Bishop of Ardfert, in honour of the Holy Cross, 
and the same bishop consecrated the great Kood, 
which, with its images, was placed over this altar. 
From which it is evident that an altar in honour 



390 NOTES. 

of the Holjr CroBs, enclosed by an iron screen, 
stood at the entrance to the Sanctuary. — Buck- 
le r*8 History, p. 70. 



Note 18. 

" From/retted roof and cloisters dimy (Page 41 .) 

Abbot Robert, in the twelfth century, erected 
one cloister along the east side. Abbot Trump- 
ington constructed several others, chiefly of oak 
timber, some of which remain. Abbot Roger, who 
so greatly adorned the interior of the church, 
built a cloister against the south wall of the 
nave, in a superb style of architecture. The un- 
rivalled elegance of the design baffles any attempt 
at description, and the hand which performed the 
work with such extraordinary delicacy and beauty 
had attained its utmost skill. But nothing now 
remains of this work than that which could not 
easily be severed from the wall of the church. — 
Condensed from Buckle r*8 History, p. 258. 

Note 19. 
" The veil and wreath,*' ^c. (Page 42.) 

In the south aisle of the nave hangs the finme- 
work of a chaplet, and the tradition has been 
handed down, that it formed a part of a marriage 
garland of a bride, who died on her wedding-day, 
and was said to have been buried near the spot. 
— Mason. 

[If considerable liberty has been taken with 
dates, the unities of the poem may plead an ex- 
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cuse ; and I learn, with pleasure, that a niece of 
Dr. Nicholson has supplied the new wreaths for 
many years past.] 

Note 20. 

" Ring the bells:' (Page 42.) 

The Abbot Paul furnished the tower with 
beUs, and a certain noble named Litholf, who re- 
sided in a woodland part of the neighbourhood, 
added one still larger and more laudable than the 
rest. Having a good stock of sheep and goats, he 
sold many of them and bought a bell, of which, as 
he heard the new sound when suspended in the 
tower, he said jocosely, " Hark ! how sweetly my 
goats and my sheep bleat.** His wife procured 
another bell for the same place, and the two to- 
gether produced the most sweet harmony, which, 
when the lady heard, she said: '^I do not think 
this union is wanting of the Divine &vour, which 
united me to my husband in lawful matrimony 
and the bond of mutual affection.*' — ^Buckler*s 
History. 

Note 21. 
" The Organ swells:' (Page 48.) 

John of Wheathampstead was re-elected Abbot 
in 1451, and about this time gave to his church a 
pair of organs, on which and their erection he 
spent fifty pounds. 

No organ in any monastery in England was 
comparable to one of these for size, and tone, and 
workmanship. — Db. Nicholson. 
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Abaorif above. 

Aty one. 

M, off. 

Juortf before. 

Aft, oft. 
A/ten, often. , 
AibUntf perhaps, 
iltn. own. 
Aiahtf alas. 
Alaney alone. 
Amaitt, afanost. 
Amang, among. 
An\ and, if. 
Anee, onoe. 
Ane, one. 

Anentf over, againBt. 
Anithiry another. 
Aught, anything, aught. 
AiUdy old. 
Avuy at, all. 
AvHif awaj. 
Awfu'y awfiil. 
Ayanty beyond. 



BA\ ball. 
Batm, child. 
Baithy both. 
Ban, to swear. 
Baney bone. 
Bau^, bold. 

Bawsent. white stripe on 
horse s face. 



Beny parlour. 
Benky book. 
Bigy to build. 
Biggety built. 
Birfc, birch. 
Bir^i«, clever lad. 
Biatty bashful. 
Btawy to blow. 
Bleetingy biasing. 
BUthery nonsense. 
Bleth'rm, talking idly. 
Blink, a little while, a 

bright smile. 
Bluidy blood. 
Blithe, cheerful. 
Bonnie,OTtHmny, beautiful. 
Bracheriy fern. 
BrtUy the slope of a hill. 
Braid, broad. 
Brak, broke. 

BraWy fine, well dotbed. 
BreekanSy ferns. 
Breeksy breeches. 
Brenty smooth. 
Brigy bridge. 
Britkery brother. 
Brosey oatmeal and butter, 

wiih hot water. 
Bum, a small river. 
Bumiey a rivulet. 
Buskie, bushy. 
Buskit, dressed. 
But the house, kitchen. 
Byre, oow*house. 
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CAy call. 

Cat, or ca'df called. 

Cadger, carrier. 

Cainif a heap of loose 
stones. 

Callan, boy. 

Canie, or cannie, gentle, 
mild, clever. 

Cantie, or canty, cbeei'ful, 
men*y. 

Carl, old man. 

Car tin, old woman. 

Cauld, cold. 

Chajt, cheek. 

Class, clothes. 

Claivers, nonsense. 

Clatter, idle talk. 

Clavers, random speech. 

Claw, scratch. 

Cleckit, hooked, arm-in- 
arm. 

Clinkin*, jerking, clinking. 

Coda, Kyle — Ayrshire 
dialect. 

Collie, shepherd's dog. 

Coof, cuif, blockhead, 
liinny. 

Cosie, snug. 

Cosilp, snugly. 

Cotter, cottager. 

Coup, or covyp, barter, 

' tumble. 

Covypet, exchanged, tum- 
bled. 

Crabbit, fi'etful. 

Craw, crow. 

Creel, basket. 

Croon, to hum a tune. 

Curling, a game on ice. 

Cushat, wood pigeon. 

Cutty, short. 

D^DD/E, father. 
X>a/i^n, joking, teasing. 
Daft, giddy, foolish. 



Dainty, nice, agreeable. 

Dales, plains, yalleys. 

Daur, dare. 

Deil, devil. 

Dight, wipe. 

Ding, pusn. 

Dinua, do not. 

Dirl, a tremulous sound. 

Doited, stupefied. 

Douce, clever, pi-udent. 

Doure, sullen. 

Dowie, wearied. 

Drop, drop, 

Dreigh, long, tedious. 

Drijt, heap of snow. 

E'E, eye. 

Een, eyes. 

Eerie, spirit frightened. 

En', end. 

Enevgh, enough. 

Ettle, attempted, hoped. 

Eydent, diligent. 

FA% fall. 

Fa*s, falling. 

Fae, foe. 

Faem, foam. 

Fund, did find. 

Fash, trouble. 

Fashed, troubled. 

Fauld, a fold, to fold. 

Faulding, folding. 

Fearfu*, fearful. 

Fear% frighted. 

Fecht, to fight. 

Feek, many, plenty. 

Fidge, to fidget. 

Fidgen, restless. 

Fit, a foot. 

E/«fc^,to supplicate fiatter- 

ingly. 
Fleeched, supplicated. 
Fleechen, supplicating. 
Fley, to frighten. 
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FlumJdtf tenrant (mAle). 
For6yf . betides. 
FomMtr, to meet aeci- 

dentally. 
Forgk, forffjiwe, 
FoUf folly intoxicated. 
Tftt€f trani. 
Frien\ fnend. 
Fu\ fan. 
Fjfhtf tioabled by triflee. 

GAB, the month. 

Om, go ; ^Md, went ; ^Mn, 
gone ; ^mi, going. 

Oaitf way, manner, road. 

Gang, to go, walk. 

Gar. to n^e, foroe to. 

Gartf compelled. 

Geekf to toes the head. 

Ghaittf ghoBt. 

G«,togiTe; giedj gaye; 
Ften, giren. 

GJaiJat. foolish. 

GUg,Bbarp, 

Glint, gleun, mstant peep. 

GUnUd, briefly illumined. 

Glintin, brief sparkle. 

Glower, to stare. 

Gowan, daisy, La Mar- 
guerite. 

Gowany, daisied. 

G0wd,*gold. 

Gowk, cuckoo, simpleton. 

Grannie, grandmotner. 

Grat, wept. 

Gree, to agree, conquer. 

Greet, to soed tears. 

Grun, the ground. 

Gude, the &preme Being. 

Guid, good. 

Guidman and guidwife, 
master and mistress. 

Gully, a large clasp knife. 

Cyte, foolish. 



HA*, haU. 

Mae, to hare. 

HaneUL temples, side of 

Hawert. nonaenae. 
Hame, home. 
Hameiy, h<mielT. 
Han, or haun, tiand« 
Hap, to cover. 
Hand, to hold. 
Haverel, halfwitted. 
Heeh, on, strange. 
Herd, to tend flocks. 
Het, hot. 

Heugh, pit or funow. 
Hirple, to walk lamely, 
Hitsie, youn^ woman. 
Hog-teore, a hne across ice 

rmk. 
Hovdet, owl. 
Hurdies, the loins, hipa. 

I\ in. 

lUc, iUca, each, every. 

inf (0, fire. 

Ither, other. 

JiiD, jade, 
Jouk, dally. 
Jimp, slender, 
/impie, rery slender. 
Jouk, stoop. 

KAIL, broth, oolewort. 

Keek, peep. 

Jir«n, know. 

Kenned, or tont, knew. 

Kennen, knowing. 

Kennin, a small matter. 

Kilt, to truss up petti- 
coats. 

Kin\ kindred, kind. 

Kim , chum, hanreat* 
feast. 

Kith, related. 
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Kittle^ tickle, ticklish. 
Knowiy a round hillock. 
Kye^ cows. 
Kyte^ belly. 

LADf a youth. 
LaddU, smaU boy. 
Laighy low. 
Laith, loath. 
iMithju, bashful. 
Lamf lone. 
Lonely • lonely. 
I.an|:, long. 
Lave, the rest. 
Laiterock, lark. 
Leugh, laughed. 
Lt/it, sky. 
Lilty to sing. 
LimiMTy wanton woman. 
Link, to trip lightly. 
Ltn/ctn, tripping. 
Linn, gorge, waterfall. 
Loofy palm of hand. 
Loot, did, let. 
Loup, jump. 
Lu^, ear. 
Liim, chimney. 
Luntin, smokmg. 
Lyarty mixture with grey. 

MAE% more. 
Maigrumiy notions. 
JUair, more. 
MaUtj most, almost. 
MaifUyy mostly. 
Ma/c, make. 
Mangy among. 
Mannikiuy endearing term 

for boy. 
Manse, minister's house. 
Maun, must. 
MaviSy thrush. 
Mawy mow. 
Mawingy mowing. 
Men\ to mend. 



Menuy good mannerly. 
Minniey mother. 
Mirky mirhest, dark, dark- 
est. 
Mithery mother. 
Man'y month. 
Many, or numie, many. 
Moorlan*y stretch of moors. 
Moruy to-morrow. 
MuekUy mickley much. 
Mysely myself. 

NA*y noy not, nor. 
Naey no, not, nay. 
Naething. nothing. 
Nappy y ale, liquor. 
NetbouVf neighbour. 
Neuky comer. 
Niesty next. 
NieWy fist. 
Nity nut. 
Nowtey black cattle. 

0% of. 

Och'any alas. 

Onyy any. 

O't, of it. 

Oune/, ourtelty ourself, 

ourBelves. 
Owrty orer. 

PAlTRICKy partridge. 
Pawkyy pawkWy cunning, 

sly. 
Pity to put. 

Placky small Scottish coin. 
PlacMeUy penniless. 
Prte, to taste. 
Priedy tasted. 
Preeny pin. 

RASHy rush. 
Rattan, rat. 
BaWy a row. 
' Reeky smoke. 
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Retkm, smoking. 
Reekitj smoked. 
Rijgy a ridge. 
Ritiy to run, to meet. 
Rinky a courae on ice. 
Rinntn, running. 
Roote, to praise. 
Roun , round. 
Roup^ auction. 
Roupet, hoarse, sold. 
Routhf routhigy very much. 
Rungf cudgel, bidder- 
step. 
Aunt, cabbage stem. 

SAEy so. 

Soft, soft. 

Satr, sore, to serve. 

Sairlif, or MairlUf sorely. 

Sark, shirt. 

Saulf soul. 

iSaut, salt. 

SawiUf sowing. 

Scaur, precipice, scarred. 

Set, self. 

Setif to send. 

Sheen, bright, shining. 

Sheughj ditch. 

Shielyshielitiy shelter, shed. 

Shoon^ shoes. 

Skouther, shoulder. 

SiCf such. 

Sicker, sure, safe. 

Siller, silver, money. 

Simmer, summer. 

Sin. son. 

Sin , sin tyne, since, ever 

since. 
Skaith, as skath. 
Skirl, shriek, shrilly. 
Skelp, slap. 
Sloe, sloe. 
Stnoor, smoored, smother, 

smothered. 
Stiaw, snow. 



Sneck, latch. 

Snetl, keen, cold, bitter. 

Snody neat. 

Santie, pleasant-looking. 

Souter, shoemaker. 

Speel, climb. 

Spiel, ban spiel, a game, a 

match. 
Spier, to ask. 
Spier d, inquired. 
Spunk, fire. 
Spuniae, mettlesome, ' 

spirited. 
Stalwart, tall and strong. 
Stan', to stand. 
Stane, a stone. 
Steek, to shut. 
Steif, steep. 
Stirk, a young beast. 
Stocking stocking. 
Stot, an ox. 
Stoup, or stowp, a jug or 

mug. 
Stour, dust in motion. 
Sugh, lovr moaning wind. 
Swither, to waver in choice. 



TA E, gang toe, toe, go to. 

Ta'en, taken. 

Tane or tither,one or other. 

Tap, top. 

Tawse, instrument of tor- 
ture : leather strap split 
into thongs, used by 
schoolmasters. 

Ted, tedding, to spread, 
spreading. 

Tent, tak tent, care, take 
care. 

Tentie, heedful. 

Tentless, heedless. 

Thae, these. 

Thankit, thanked. 

Theekit, thatched. 



GLOSSAEY. 



399 



Thegither, together. 

ThemseVy themselyes. 

Thole, to endure. 

Thrangf throng. 

ThraWf to sprain, twist. 

Th-eshin^ tnrashing. 

Thudf sudden blow or 
noise. 

Thwmtky ttriie. 

Thysel, th vself. 

TiilX to It. 

TiMf tinty to lose, lost. 

Ttr/ySlight vibratory noise . 

Tirliiiy uncovering. 

Tithety the other. 

Tocher, marriage portion. 

Toddliriy uncertain walk- 
ing. 

Touuy hamlet. 

TouU to blow a horn. 

Towsiey rough, shaggy. 

Trigy neat. 

Trowy to believe. 

Tro^othy truth. 

Tiysty place of meeting. 

Trystedy appointed. 

TwOy two. 

Twaly twelve. 

Tyke, a dog. 

UNCOy strange, very 

great. 
Unkennedy unknown. 
Upo\ upon. 

VAPRIN% vapouring. 

WA'y wa*$y wall, walls. 
Wady would. 
WadnOy would not. 
Wae, woe, sorrow. 
Waefu*y woful, sorrowful. 
Wafty woof, waved. 



Waky to wal€y choice, to 

choose. 
WaUdy chosen. 
WattUy belly. 
Warky work. ^ 

H^flW, world. 
Warsty worst. 
Waty wot, wot, I know. 
Waukit, thickened, 

awakened. 
WauTy waunty worse, 

worst. 
Weariy weaniey child. 
Weariey feeble, tired. 
Weasenedy shrivelled. 
Weey little. 
Weely well. 
Weety wet, rainy. 
Whoy who 
Whasey whose. 
WhauTy where. 
Whiles, sometimes. 
Whingiuy fretting, com- 




lidit he tohishty quiet, 
silence, be quiet. 

Wijiey wpiekiuy endearing 
term for wife, or little 
wife. 

Whnple, to meander with 
a ripple. 

Wiwplmy waving. 

Winy winnow, wind. 

Winnay will not. 

Winnocky window. 

Wimomey attractive, 
hearty. 

Wirdy mad. 

WisSy wish. 

Wisenedy harsh hided. 

Wonnery wonder. 

Woo, to court, make love. 

WoWy exclamation of sur- 
prise. 

Wraithy a ghost, spirit. 
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GLOSSARY. 



Wyt$^ bltt&e, fimh. 

YAtfD^uhane. 

Ye\ often used as thou, 

Y$amtf longB for. 

Year is used for plua] abo. 



FeUy barren. 
Yestreen, yesternight. 
Yen, gate. 

Yent, beyond. 
Yowe, ewe. 
yourtsL yoursell 
Yule'y Qirtstmas. 
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